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THE BIVOUAC. 



CHAPTER I. 



NIGHT IN THE PYRENEES— THE MURDERED SENTINEL— AND 

THE GUERILLA CHIEF. 

From camp to camp, through the fool womb of night, 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, 
That the fiz'd sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watch. 

King Henry V. 

Who's there? Stand, and unfold yourself. 

Hamlet. 

Go— get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 

Macbeth. 

It was a clear and starry night, the moon had not 
risen, but the dark masses of mountain occupied by the 
rival armies, was visible for many a mile. A hundred 
thousand warriors were stretched upon the adjacent 
hills, and yet there were frequent intervals, when the 
rifle outpost was' silent as a hermit's cell. Few sounds 
rose above the rush of the river, which, swollen by tht 
heavy rains, tumbled over a ridge of rock, and deadened, 
in its rqar of waters, noises that otherwise would have 
fallea Bpon the ear. Far off, occasional sparkles from 
the watch-fires showed the position of the more distant 
brigades, while at times the sharp challenge and prompt 

VOL. II. 2 



14 THE BIVOUAC. 

reply rose above the stillness of the night, and indicated 
that the sentinels were on the alert, and the out-post 
officer making his " lonely round." 

The bridge where Major O'Connor with three compa- 
nies of his regiment was posted, was a pass of consider- 
able importance ; and, from the proximity of a French 
picket a vigilant look out was indispensable. The se- 
verity of the weather, fatiguing duty, and privations in 
food and shelter, consequent on being cantoned in a 
mountain position, had produced a partial discontent ; 
and as great inducements to desert were offered by 
French emissaries, who visited the bivouacs with pro- 
visions, scarcely a night passed but some out-post was 
found abandoned, and the sentry missing when the re- 
lief came round. Of course an increased vigilance on 
outlying services was rendered necessary ; the pickets 
were cautioned to be alert ; and the officers directed, by 
making frequent and uncertain visits to the advanced 
posts of their command, to satisfy themselves that the 
sentries were on the qui vive; thus guarding against 
surprise from the enemy, and making any attempt to 
quit the lines, without observation, almost an impossi- 
bility to a deserter. 

When so much regarding general safety and preven- 
tion of crime depended on individual character and con- 
duct, officers were strictly enjoined, when on duty at 
any advanced post, to place no sentry contiguous to a 
French picket, in whose steadiness the greatest confi- 
dence could not be reposed. Only the bridge in front 
of the rifle bivouac .separated the troops that occupied 
it from the French tirailleurs ; each of its extremities 
was held by a rival sentinel. The respective pickets 
were scarcely a pistol-shot asunder. It was the most 
advanced, the most important of the entire out-posts, 
and none but an approved soldier was ever placed upon 
fjhe bridge after beat of tattoo. 

That an experienced and intelligent officer, like the 
commandant of the rifles, should feel the great responsi- 
bility of the duty he was intrusted with, may be ima- 
gined, and at all hours of the night he visited his sen- 
tries in person. It was near morning, when silently 



THE BIVOUAC. 15 

rising from the bearskin on which he lay, he took his 
cloak and sabre, and left the bivouac unnoticed by his 
sleeping comrades, whose slumbers appeared as sound 
as if the enemy were beyond the Pyrenees. 

He paused at the door of the hovel, and for a few 
moments gazed in silent admiration at the strange and 
stupendous objects with which he was on every side 
surrounded. In front, far as the eye could range, the 
French and English cantonments might be traced, as 
*• fire answered fire." Behind, a scene of Alpine magni- 
ficence was displayed, grand and imposing beyond con- 
ception. In the dim starlight, pile over pile, the higher 
ridges of the Pyrenees rose, until they lost their sum- 
mits in the clouds ; while the lower pinnacles, capped 
with snow, seemed spread around in wild confusion, 
and assumed grotesque and fanciful appearances, as the 
uncertain light revealed or hid them. The deep repose 
of midnight — the immediate proximity of an enemy— 
the chance that the next sun would set upon a field of 
slaughter, and that the unearthly stillness that reigned 
in these solitudes now, would, in a few hours, be suc- 
ceeded by the rush of battle, and roar of red artillery- 
all weighed upon the heart, and rendered this mountain 
night scene, even to a careless spirit, grand, solemn, 
.and imposing. 

* O'Connor found the picket duly vigilant, and learned 
from the subaltern in command, that the chain of sen- 
tries had been recently visited, and all were found at 
their posts. The night, it appeared, had passed without 
" alarm, the French bivouacs had been unusually quiet, 
and no movement had been observed at the out-posts, 
except that occasioned by the ordinary reliefs along the 
f line. O'Connor inquired who had charge of the bridge; 
and when the sergeant named the man, he determined 
to proceed thither before he returned to his humble 
bearskin. * 

The sentry whose fidelity had excited the suspicion 
of his commanding officer, had more than once proved 
himself a daring soldier ; he had volunteered two for- 
lorn hopes, and was always foremost when skirmishing 
with the French light troops. But O'Connor, who care* 
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fully studied the individual character of those plac 
under him, had seen in the suspected man much to c 
like. In disposition he was dark, violent, and unforg 
ing ; and, even in his gallantry, there was a reckless 
rocity regarding human life, that made his officers > 
test him. His dissipated habits had barred him fr< 
promotion, and repeated breaches of discipline oblig 
his commander to withhold the reward that otherw 
his acknowledged bravery must have won. 

The connecting sentries were vigilant, and at th 
posts ; but when O'Connor approached the bridge, 
challenge was given. His suspicions were confirm* 
for on reaching the spot where the sentinel was alwc 
placed, he found the post unoccupied ; a rifle and ; 
pointments were lying on the ground, and it was qi 
evident that the late owner had gone over to the enor 

This discovery mollified the soldier deeply. Sii 
the British army had entered the Pyrenees, frequent 
the offence had been, O'Connor had not lost a sin 
man by desertion. The occurrence was annoying, e 
he blamed himself for not using greater circumspect* 
To prevent any recurrence of the crime, he determir 
for the future to double the sentries along the cba 
and as the time for relief was not distant, he resoft 
to remain until it arrived, and watch the bridge hi 
sel£ 

He took up the deserter's rifle, and ascertained tJ 
it was primed and loaded. All was quiet — (every so*J 
was hushed, or so faint as not to be heard above ; 
rushing of the waters. In the clear starlight he co) 
perceive the French sentinel moving slowly backwai 
and forwards, occasionally stopping to look over 1 
battlement of the bridge at the swollen river, as 
forced its current through the narrow arch ; and tr 
resuming his measured step, humming some popu 
canzonet, which he had first heard under a sunny si 
and probably from lips he loved. 

Ten minutes had elapsed. O'Connor kept a cautic 
guard, and in a short time the relief might be expect* 
A noise from the further side of the bridge suddei 
arrested his attention. The French sentry challeng 
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voice replied-— and next moment a dark figure 
glided into the light, and closed with the tirailleur. A 
brief colloquy ensued, and the Frenchman appeared 
not quite satisfied with his visiter, as he kept his musket 
at the port, and remained some feet apart ' Was this 
man the deserter ?— No. If surprise were contemplated, 
he would have been retained to guide the assailants. 
O'Connor strained eye and ear in the direction, but 
the low end hurried communication was drowned by 
the rushing of the river, and it was impossible to con- 
jecture who the stranger was, or what might be .his 
errand. 

A few minutes ended this uncertainty. Suddenly 
the unknown sprang within the sentry's guard — a blow 
was struck — a loud exclamation and a deep groan suc- 
ceeded, and then one figure only was visible in the 
starlight. That was the stranger's! and at a rapid 
pace he crossed the bridge, and confronted the English 
sentinel. 

" Stand— or I'll fire !" 

" Hold — for God's sake .'"—replied a voice in tolera- 
ble English. "lama Spaniard, and a friend." 

But the sentinel was resolute. 

44 Friend or foe," he cried, " keep your distance." 

" By heaven !" rejoined the Spaniard, " I must and 
will cross over." 

" One movement of hand or foot," returned the sentry 
coolly, " and you are a dead man." 

" Am I not a faithful ally? What fear yel" 

" I fear nothing," replied the English soldier. 

" Have I not this moment rid you of an enemy ?" 
said the stranger. 

" Then have you done a cowardly and murderous 
action," was the sentry's answer. 

" I must pass-— give way, or I'll force it." 

" My finger is on the trigger," returned the soldier. 
" Another step— another whisper— and HI send a bullet 
through your heart." 

Both paused — and for half a minute neither spoke. 
They stood almost within arm's length; the soldier 
with the rifle at his shoulder, the Spaniard with a knife 
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grasped firmly in a hand, still reeking with the blood 
of the slaughtered Frenchman. A noise was heard— 
the measured steps of an advancing party approached, 
and in a few moments the relief appeared upon the 
bridge, and by O'Connor's orders secured the formida- 
ble stranger. 

The Spaniard offered no resistance. Two sentinels 
were left at the deserted post, and the relief, with their 
commandant and the prisoner, returned to the outlying 
picket. Once only the stranger spoke, and it was in 
reply to a command given to the guard to look to his 
safe custody. 

" Think ye," he said, " that I am likely to return to 
the French outpost, and inform the detachment that I 
stabbed their comrade to the heart ?" and a loud laugh, 
as in derision, accompanied the observation. 

The dark mantfllo in which the Spaniard was en- 
veloped, had hitherto concealed his person, and in the 
waning starlight, nothing save a tall figure and swarthy 
features could be discovered i but when, stopping be- 
fore the fire around which the picket were collected, 
the blaze revealed his face, one glance assured O'Con- 
nor that his prisoner was no ordinary man. 

The stranger was scarcely thirty, and were it not 
for his stern and vindictive expression, his face would 
have been singularly handsome. The dark and bril- 
liant eye sparkled from beneath a brow which appeared 
to darken at the slightest contradiction ; the nose was 
finely formed; the teeth white and regular, while coal- 
black hair curling in rich profusion to his shoulders, 
and a high and noble forehead, completed the outlines 
of a countenance, that none could deny was handsome, 
but few would wish to look upon a second time. 

A trifling incident marked the character of the 
stranger. The officer of the picket presented a can- 
teen to his commander, and then politely offered it to 
the prisoner. He bowed, and put forward his hand ; 
but the subaltern started— for in the blaze he observed 
that it was discoloured to the wrist. 

"Are you hurtl" he said. "There is blood upon 
your hand." 
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The Spaniard's lip curled in contempt. 

M Ay, likely enough," he cooly answered. " Many a 
time the heart's blood of an enemy has died these 
fingers deeper ; but it would be uncivil to stain a friend-* 
ly flask ;" and, stepping aside, he rinsed his hands in a 
little rivulet that trickled down a rock beside the watch- 
fire ; then taking the canteen, he drank and returned 
it with a bow. 

" Are you the commandant at this fort?" he inquired, 
as he turned to O'Connor. • 

" I am," was the reply. 

" Your name, sir ?" 

The soldier gave it. 

*• Indeed !" — exclaimed the Spaniard. M Are you he 
who led the assault at Eadajoz ?'• 

The soldier bowed, as he replied in the affirmative. 

" Enough — I would speak with you aside;" and fol- 
lowed by O'Connor, he walked some distance from the 
watch-fire. 

" You have seen me before," said the Spaniard 
sharply. 

" It is very possible, was the soldier's reply. " Un- 
der which of the Spanish commanders have you serv- 
ed ?" 

" Under none," replied the stranger. 

" Are you not a soldier, then? Just now you hinted 
that more than one Frenchman had Men by your 
hand." 

" Yes ; some have perished by my hand, and many a 
hundred by my order," returned the prisoner. 

" Indeed ? May I inquire who it is that I am address- 
ing ?*' 

" Willingly. Heard ye ever the name of Vicente 
Moreno mentioned ?" asked the Spaniard. 

" Moreno? Him whom the French hanged at Grenada, 
in the presence of his wife and children." 

"And" — continued the stranger interrupting him— 
" whose last words to her he loved so tenderly were 
spoken from the scaffold, telling her to return to her 
home, and teach her children to follow the example of 
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their father ; and if they could not save their country, 
like him to die for it." 

" Yes, I recollect the occurrence well," replied O'Con- 
nor. " It was the cruel murder of a brave man, and 
awful was the retaliation it occasioned/' 

"Ay," said the Spaniard — "the martyr of liberty was 
well and speedily avenged. Before the second moon 
rose above the grave of the slaughtered soldier, seventy 
French captains were shot like mangy hounds, by my 
order, in the market-place at Marbella." 

44 Ha !" exclaimed O'Connor, as he looked keenly at 
the Spaniard — " am I then speaking to — " 

44 Morena, the Guerilla, the younger brother of him 
they murdered in the square of Grenada, stands beside 
you." 

O'Connor started ! " And was the assassin of the 
French sentinel the far-famed chieftain of the mountain 
bands of Ronda ? He whose exploits wore rather the 
semblance of romance than the colour of reality ; whose ' 
career had been so successful and so sanguinary, that 
Jt was computed, from the hour he devoted himself to 
avenge his brother's death, that more than two thousand 
French had been slain by the bands he commanded !" 
While O'Connor recollected the ruthless character of 
this dreaded chief, all marvel at the scene upon the 
bridge ceased ; for to stab an enemy who was in his 
way, would not be a consideration of a pin's fee to one, 
who in cold blood had shot his prisoners by the dozen. 

44 Doubtless you are both hungry and fatigued," said 
the soldier, resuming his conversation with the Guerilla. 
« Our bivouac is hard by, and, such as it is, there we 
have food and shelter. Will you accept what I can of- 
fer?" 

"Most willingly," replied Morena; "both will be 
welcome. For thirty hours I have tasted no food, and 
have been hiding in the rocks all day, and travelling 
hard since sunset." 

44 You have then been engaged in some important 
enterprise?" said the soldier. 

44 1 have been occupied as I have ever been, since I 
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devoted myself to avenge my murdered brother, and 
my enslaved country." 

" In what, may I inquire 1" said O'Connor. 

•' Doing a deed of desperate vengeance," replied the 
Spaniard, in a deep voice that thrilled to the heart. — 
" Vengeance is what I think of when awake — vengeance 
is what I dream of sleeping !" 

" Have you been harassing the enemy V 

" I have," returned the Guerilla, *« been doing a deed 
that will carry terror to every Frenchman, and make 
the usurper tremble, when the name of Juan Moreno 
is pronounced. But I am weary ; give me some food, 
and when I rest for a few hours, if you will walk 
with me up the heights, I will relate my last adven- 
ture." 

" Come," said the soldier ; and leading the way, he 
introduced the weary Spaniard to the hut, struck a light, 
and placed before him the best eheer a scanty larder 
could produce. 

The Guerilla ate like, one who had been for many 
hours fasting* finished a flask of wine, and then apolo- 
gising for keeping his host from his repose, stretched 
himself beside the soldier's bear-skin, and, as if in the 
full consciousness of security, dropped into a sound 
sleep, which remained unbroken until the reveillee dis- 
turbed the bivouac at day-break. 

One circumstance struck O'Connor as being remark- 
able. Wearied as the Guerilla was before he lay down 
on his cloak, he took a crucifix from his bosom, and 
repeated his prayers devoutly. A hand, red'with re- 
cent murder, punctiliously let fall a bead at every ave ; 
and when his orisons were ended, he replaced the em- 
blem of salvation, which he appeared to venerate so 
much, within the same breast where the knife, that had 
just despatched two unsuspecting victims, was depo* 
sited. 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE GUERILLA BIVOUAC ANECDOTES OF THEIR WARFARE, 

AND LEADERS. 



Othello. — O, that the slave had forty thousand lives. 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 

SHAK8PEARE. 



When the drum beat, Moreno started from his humble 
bed, and for a moment stared wildly round at the in- 
mates of the hove), who were all in motion, at " the 
loud alarum" of the reveillee. O'Connor observed that 
even then his matins were not forgotten, and a hurried 
prayer was muttered ere he rose. Beckoning the sol- 
dier to follow, the Spaniard bowed courteously to all 
around, and then, wrapped in his mantillo, slowly pro- 
ceeded towards the upper heights. 

After an h6ur*s ascent, which to O'Connor was par- 
ticularly tiresome, but to the Guerilla easy as if he jour- 
neyed on a plain, they stepped upon a plateau among the 
hills/ which overlooked the English and French positions. 
To the soldier's astonishment, Moreno pointed out the 
stations of the enemy's corps with surprising accuracy, 
and named the commanders, and numerical force of 
each brigade. Once or twice he referred to a written 
document, taken from his pocket, which was evidently 
a French despatch. After a short halt, he rose from 
the rock he had been sitting on, intimating it was time 
to continue his route, and invited O'Connor to keep him 
company for another mile. 

The soldier assented, and striking into a path render- 
ed difficult by the obstruction of a fall of snow, the 
Guerilla led the way with the precision of one perfect- 
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ly familiar with the localities of the mountains, until, in 
the bosom of a deep ravine, they suddenly found them- 
selves in) the centre of a band of independents. 

The appearance of this formidable body was far more 
picturesque than military. They might have numbered 
one hundred, and all were armed and equipped accord- 
ing to individual fancy. Some were showily attired 
— others slovenly to a degree; and dresses of rich 
velvet were singularly contrasted with the coarser 
clothes worn by the peasantry of Andalusia. They 
looked more like a banditti than an organised band ; but 
their horses were in excellent condition, and their arms 
of the best kind, and perfectly effective. -The single 
word " my friend," obtained for the visiter a rapturous 
welcome; and a brief description of their rencounter, on 
the bridge, which O'Connor overheard repeated by the 
Guerilla, seemed to recommend him to the troop, as a 
fitting comrade for their bold and reckless leader. 

There was in the whole system of Guerilla warfare a 
wild and romantic character, which, could its cruelty have 
been overlooked, would have rendered it both chivalrous 
and exciting. Men totally unfitted by previous habits and 
education suddenly appeared upon the stage, and de- 
veloped talent and determination that made them the 
scourge and terror of the invaders. But theirs was a 
combat of extermination — none of those courtesies, 
which reflder modern warfare endurable, were granted 
to their opponents — the deadliest hostility was unmiti- 
gated by success — and, when vanquished, expecting no 
quarter from the French, they never thought of extend- 
ing it to those who unfortunately became their prisoners. 
A sanguinary struggle was raging ; and vob victis seem- 
ed, with " war to the knife," to be the only mottoes of the 
Guerilla. 

The strange exploits of many of these daring parti- 
sans, though true to the letter, are perfectly romantic ; 
and the patient endurance, the deep artifice, with which 
their objects were effected, appear to be almost incredi- 
ble. Persons, whose ages and professions were best 
calculated to evade suspicion, were invariably their 
chosen agents. The village priest was commonly a 
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confederate of the neighbouring Guerilla— the postmas- 
ter betrayed the intelligence that reached him in his 
office — the fairest peasant of Estremadura would tempt 
the thoughtless soldier with her beauty, and decoy him 
within range of the bullet — and even childhood was fre- 
quently and successfully employed in leading the un- 
suspecting victim into some pass or ambuscade, where 
the knife or musket closed his earthly career. 

In every community, however fierce and lawless, 
different gradations of good and evil will be discovered, 
and nothing could be more opposite than the feelings 
and actions of some of the Guerillas and their leaders. 
Many of these desperate bands were actuated in every 
enterprise by a love of bloodshed and spoliation, and 
their own countrymen suffered as heavily from their 
rapacity, as their enemies from their swords. Others 
took the field from nobler motives: an enthusiastic at- 
tachment to their country and religion roused them into 
vengeance against a tyranny which had become in- 
sufferable — every feeling but ardent patriotism was for- 
gotten — private and dearer ties were snapped asunder 
homes, and wives, and children were abandoned — priva- 
tions that appear almost incredible were patiently en- 
dured, until treachery delivered them to the executioner, 
or in some wild attempt they were overpowered by 
numbers, and died resisting to the last. 

Dreadful as the retaliation was which French cruelty 
and oppression had provoked, the Guerilla vengeance 
against domestic treachery was neither less certain or 
Jess severe. To collect money or supplies for the in- 
vaders, convey any information, conceal their move- 
ments, and not betray them when opportunity occurred, 
was death to the offender. Sometimes the delinquent 
was brought with considerable difficulty and risk before 
a neighbouring tribunal, and executed with all the form- 
alities of justice ; but generally [a more summary ven- 
geance was exacted, and the traitor was sacrificed upon 
the spot. In these cases neither calling nor age was 
respected. If found false to his country, the sanctity of 
his order was no protection to the priest. The daughter 
of the Collector of Almagro, for professing attachment to 
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the usurper, was stabbed by Urena to the heart ; and a 
secret correspondence, between the wife of the Alcalde of 
Birhueda and the French general in the next command, 
having been detected by an intercepted despatch, the 
wretched woman, by order of Juan Martin Diez, the 
Empecinado, was dragged by a Guerilla party from her 
house, her hair shaven, her denuded person tarred and 
feathered and disgracefully exhibited in the public mar- 
ket-place — and she was then put to death amid the ex- 
ecrations of her tormentors. Nor was there any security 
for a traitor, even were his residence in the capital, or 
almost within the camp of the enemy. One of the 
favourites of Joseph Bonaparte, Don Jose Rigo, was 
torn from his home in the suburbs of Madrid, while 
celebrating his wedding, by the Empecinado, and hang- 
ed in the square of Cadiz. The usurper himself, on two 
occasions, narrowly escaped from this desperate parti- 
san. Dining at Almeda, some two leagues distance 
from the capital, with one of the generals of division, 
their hilarity was suddenly interrupted by the unwel- 
come intelligence that the Empecinado was at hand, and 
nothing but a hasty retreat preserved the pseudo king 
from capture. On another occasion, he was surprised 
upon the Guadalaxara road, and so rapid was the Guerilla 
movement, so determined their pursuit, that before the 
French could be succoured by the garrison of Afadrid, 
forty of the Royal escort were sabred between Torrejon 
and El Molar. 

A war of extermination raged, and on both sides 
blood flowed in torrents. One act of cruelty was as 
promptly answered by another ; and a French decree, 
ordering that every Spaniard taken in arms should be 
executed, appeared to be a signal to the Guerillas to ex- 
clude from mercy every enemy who fell into their hands. 
The French had shown the example ; the Junta were 
denounced, their houses burned, and their wives and 
children driven to the woods. If prisoners received 
quarter in the field — if they fell lame upon the march, 
or the remotest chance of a rescue appeared — they were 
shot like dogs ; others were butchered in the towns, 
their bodies left rotting on the highways, and their heads 
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exhibited on poles. That respect, which even the most 
depraved of men usually pay to female honour, was 
shamefully disregraded ; and more than one Spaniard, 
like the postmaster of Medina, was driven to the most 
desperate courses, by the violation of a wife and the 
murder of a child. 

It would be sickening to describe the horrid scenes 
which mutual retaliation produce. Several of the Em- 
pecinado's followers, who were surprised in the moun- 
tains of Gttadarama, were nailed to the trees, and left 
there to expire slowly by hunger and thirst. To the 
same trees, before a week elapsed, a similar number of 
French soldiers were affixed by the Guerillas. Two of 
the inhabitants of Madrid, who were suspected of com- 
municating with the brigands, as the French termed the 
armed Spaniards, were tried by court-martial, and ex- 
ecuted at their own door. The next morning six of the 
garrison were seen hanging from walls beside the high- 
road. Some females related to Palarea, surnamed the 
Medico, had been abused most scandalously by the 
escort of a convoy, who had seized them in a wood ; 
and in return the Guerilla leader drove into an ermida 
eighty Frenchmen and their officers, set fire to the 
thatch, and burned them to death, or shot them in their 
endeavours to leave the blazing chapel. Such were the 
dreadful enormities a system of retaliation caused. 

These desperate adventurers were commanded by 
men of the most dissimilar professions. All were dis- 
tinguished by some sobriquet, and these were of the 
most opposite descriptions. Among the leaders were 
friars and physicians, cooks and artisans, while some 
were characterised by a deformity, and others named 
after the form of their waistcoat or hat. Worse epithets 
described many of the minor chiefs — truculence and 
spoliation obtained them titles ; and, strange as it may 
appear, the most ferocious band that infested Biscay, 
was commanded by a woman named Martina. So in- 
discriminating and unrelenting was this female monster 
in her murder of friends and foes, that Mina was obliged 
to direct his force against her. She was surprised, with 
the greater portion of her banditti, and the whole were 
shot upon the spot. 
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Of all the Guerilla leaders the two Minas were the 
most remarkable for their daring, their talents, and 
their successes. The younger, Xavier, had a short 
career, but nothing could be more chivalrous and ro- 
mantic than many of the incidents that marked it His 
band amounted to a thousand, and with this force he 
kept Navarre, Biscay, and Aragon, in confusion ; in- 
tercepted convoys, levied contributions, plundered the 
custom-houses, and harassed the enemy incessantly. 
The villages were obliged to furnish rations for his 
troops, and the French convoys supplied him with 
money and ammunition. His escapes were often mar- 
vellous. He swam flooded rivers deemed impassable, 
and climbed precipices hitherto untraversed by a human 
foot. Near Estella he was forced by numbers to take 
refuge on a lofty rock ; the only accessible side he de- 
fended till nightfall, when lowering himself and follow- 
ers by a rope, he brought his party off with scarcely 
the loss of a man. 

This was among his last exploits ; for when recon- 
noitring by moonlight, in the hope of capturing a valua- 
ble convoy, he fell unexpectedly into the hands of an 
enemy's patrol. Proscribed by the French as a bandit, 
it was surprising that his life was spared ; but his loss 
to the Guerillas was regarded as a great misfortune. 

While disputing as to the choice of a leader, where 
so many aspired to a command to which each offered 
an equal claim, an adventurer worthy to succeed their 
lost chief was happily discovered in his uncle, the 
elder Mina. Educated as a husbandman, and scarcely 
able to read or write, the new leader had lived in great 
retirement, until the Junta's call to arms induced him 
to join his nephew's band. He reluctantly acceded to 
the general wish to become Xavier Mina's successor, 
but when he assumed the command, his firm and 
daring character was rapidly developed. Echeverria, 
with a strong following, had started as a rival chief; 
but Mina surprised him — had three of his subordinates 
shot with their leader— and united the remainder of the 
band with his own. Although he narrowly escaped 
from becoming a victim to the treachery of a comrade, 
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the prompt and severe justice with which he visited 
the offender, effectually restrained other adventurers 
from making any similar attempt. 

The traitor was a sergeant of his own, who, from the 
bad expression of his face, had received among his 
companions the sobriquet of Malcarado. Discontented 
with the new commander, he determined to betray him 
to the enemy, and concerted measures with Pannetia, 
whose brigade was near the village of Robres, to sur- 
prise the Guerilla chieftain in his bed. Partial success 
attended the treacherous attempt ; but Mina defended 
himself desperately with the bar of the door, and kept 
the French at bay till Gastra, his chosen comrade, as- 
sisted him to escape. The Guerilla rallied his followers, 
repulsed the enemy, took Malcarado, and shot him in- 
stantly, while the village cure and three alcaldes im- 
plicated in the traitorous design, were hanged side by 
side upon a tree, and their houses razed to the ground. 

An example of severity like this gave confidence to 
his own followers, and exacted submission from the 
peasantry. Every where Mina had a faithful spy — 
every movement of the enemy was reported — and if 
a village magistrate received a requisition from a French 
commandant, it was communicated to the Guerilla 
chief with due despatch, or wo to the alcalde that ne- 
glected it. 

Nature had formed Mina for the service to which he 
had devoted himself. His constitution was equal to 
every, privation and fatigue, and his courage was of 
that prompt and daring character, that no circum- 
stance, however sudden and disheartening, could over- 
come. Careless as to dress or food, he depended for 
a change of linen on the capture of French baggage, 
or any accidental supply ; and for days he would exist 
upon a few biscuits, or any thing which chance threw 
in his road. He guarded carefully against surprise — 
slept with a dagger and pistols in his girdle*— and such 
were his active habits, than he rarely took more than 
two hours of repose. The mountain caverns were the 
depositories of his ammunition and plunder ; and in a 
mountain fastness he established a^ hospital for his 
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wounded, to which they were carried in litters across 
the heights, and placed in perfect safety, until their cure 
could be completed. Gaming and plunder were pro- 
hibited, and even love forbidden, lest the Guerilla might 
be too communicative to the object of his affection, and 
any of his chieftain's secrets should transpire. 

Of the minor chiefs many strange and chivalrous 
adventures are on record. The daring plans, often 
tried and generally successful, and the hairbreadth es- 
capes of several, are almost beyond belief. No means, 
however repugnant to the laws of modern warfare, 
were unemployed; while the ingenuity with which in- 
telligence of a hostile movement was transmitted — the 
artifice with which .an enemy was delayed, until he 
could be surrounded or surprised, appear incredible. 
Of individual ferocity a few instances will be sufficient 
At the execution of an alcalde and his son at Mondra- 
gon, the old man boasted that two hundred French had 
perished by their hands; and the Chaleco, Francis 
Moreno, in a record of his services, boasts of his having 
waited for a cavalry patrol in a ravine, and, by the 
discharge of a huge blunderbuss loaded nearly to the 
muzzle, dislocated his own shoulder, and killed or 
wounded nine of the French. The same chief present- 
ed to Villafranca a rich booty of plate and quicksilver, 
but he added to the gift a parcel of ears cut from the 
prisoners whom on that occasion he had slaughtered. 

Profiting by the anarchy that reigned in this afflicted 
country, wretches, under political excuses, committed 
murder and devastation, on a scale of frightful magni- 
tude. One, pretending to be a functionary of the junta, 
made Ladrada a scene of bloodshed. By night his 
victims were despatched ; and to the disgrace of wo- 
man, his wife was more sanguinary than himself Cas- 
tanos at length arrested their blood-stained career ; and 
Pedrazeula was hanged and beheaded, and Maria, his 
infamous confederate, garotted. 

Castile was overrun by banditti; and one gang, 
destroyed by a Guerilla chief named Juan Abril, had 
accumulated plunder, principally in specie, amounting 
In value to half a million reales. One of the band, 
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when captured by the French, to save his life discover- 
ed the secret, and offered to lead a party to the place 
where the treasure was deposited. His proposal was 
accepted. An alguazil, with an escort of cavalry, pro- 
ceeded to the wood of Villa Viciosa, and there booty 
was found worth more than the value affixed to it by 
the deserter. Returning in unsuspecting confidence, 
the party were drawn into an ambuscade by the Me- 
dico, who had been acquainted with the expedition; 
and of the escort and officials, with the exception of five 
who managed to escape, every one was butchered 
without mercy. 

Such were the wild and relentless foes to whom the 
invaders were exposed— such were the Spaniards, who 
had made themselves remarkable for patriotism and en- 
durance—surpassing courage and unmitigated cruelty. 
In those around him O'Connor looked upon men who, 
through the whole Peninsular struggle, had carried 
terror with their names, and in the leader, who was 
standing beside him apart from the band, he recognised 
a chieftain, in whose breast, if report were true, fear 
and compassion were equally extinguished. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

el Manoo~~a guerilla Breakfast. 

2d Murderer. I'm one, my liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incensed, that I am reckless what 
I do, to spite the world. 
1st Murderer. And I another, 

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would set my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't 

SttAJCSFEARE. 

" What think you of my band ?" said the Guerilla 
leader to Major O'Connor, as he observed the soldier's 
eye examining the formidable troop, who were preparing 
their breakfast in the valley below the rock to which 
Moreno and his companion had removed. " Compared 
with your own beautiful and efficient regiment, what a 
wretched rabble my wild followers must appear !" 

•• Far, from it, my friend," replied the soldier. " Their 
clothing and appointments are certainly irregular, and 
one who looked to dresses, and not the men who wore 
them, might hold your band in slight estimation. Tour 
followers appear active and determined soldiers, and 
some of them the finest fellows I have ever seen." 

The Guerilla seemed pleased with the approbation 
his troop received from O'Connor. 

" And yet," he said, '« the youngest and the most 
powerful are not those who have shed most blood, or 
wreaked the deepest vengeance on our common enemy. 
The weakest arm is sometimes united to the strongest 
heart ; and while our morning meal is in preparation, I 
will point out to you the most remarkable among my 
comrades." 

" Nothing would give me greater pleasure," said the 
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soldier. " Many of their histories must be singular in- 
deed." 

" Yes," replied the Guerilla ; " there are among my 
followers men who have met with strange adventures, 
and whose lives commenced very differently to the man- 
ner in which it is now most probable they will close. 
Injury and outrage forced most of them to take up arms ; 
and had not the oppressors crossed these mountains, 
they would have worn their lives away in their native 
valleys, as peaceful vinedressers or contented artisans. 
Mark you that old man leaning against a rock ?" 

" I do," returned the soldier. " The gray hair and 
diminutive person would lead one to reckon him the 
least formidable of your companions." 

The chief smiled. 

44 Is there any thing beside, which strikes you in him 
as remarkable ?" 

" I observe," returned the soldier, " that he is pro- 
vided with a musket of unusual length." 

"And," continued the Guerilla, " one arm is lame, 
from whence he has obtained the surname of El Manco. 
Many an enemy has perished by that old man's hand- 
many a French heart the bullets from that gun have 
searched." 

" Indeed ?" 

" Yes," said the chief. " El Manco was wantonly 
injured, but he was as desperately avenged. There 
was not a more peaceable peasant in Castile. He oc- 
cupied the cottage where his parents had lived and died, 
and laboured in the same farm which his forefathers had 
tilled for centuries. His home was in a sequestered 
valley among the hills, and its remoteness might have 
been expected to secure the humble owner from the in- 
sults of an invader. But no — where is the wood or 
dell so retired, that it has escaped the cruelty and rapa- 
city of the oppressors 1 

" Late one evening a small party of French dragoons 
appeared unexpectedly among the mountains ; and the 
secluded valley where El Manco dwelt was soon disco- 
vered by these marauders. They approached the old 
man's cottage, were civilly received, accommodated with 
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food and wine, their horses supplied with corn, and all 
that submissive peasants could do to propitiate their 
clemency was tried. How was El Manco's hospitality 
returned ? He had no gold to tempt their cupidity, and 
in his peaceful occupation and feeble strength, there 
was no plea to excite apprehension or justify severity. 
But he was a husband and a father. His wife retained 
some portion of her former beauty ; and his daughters, 
only verging upon womanhood, were singularly hand- 
some. Morning had just dawned — the order to march 
was given, and the unhappy family supposing that, 
pleased with the civility they had experienced through 
the night, the marauders would take a friendly leave, 
came forward to say farewell. Half the party mounted, 
when, on a signal from their officer a dozen ruffians 
seized on the peasant's daughters, and placed them be- 
fore two dragoons. In vain the astonished mother 
clung wildly to one of her beloved ones— in vain the 
father rushed upon the horseman who held the other. 
He was maimed for life by a sword-cut, and his wife 
was savagely shot by the horseman, from whose ruffian 
grasp she had striven to extricate her child. Wounded 
and bewildered, El Manco leaned over the dying wo- 
man. In a few minutes she breathed her last, and her 
groans mingled with her daughters' shrieks, as they 
came at intervals from the mountains, over which the 
ravishers were carrying them. 

" For three months El Manco remained an idiot, and 
during that time jk> tidings of his children could be ob- 
tained. At length they returned to their once happy 
and innocent home ; — one only to die, the other to exist 
dishonoured. The story of their wrongs seemed to 
rouse their wretched father— memory came back— he 
swore eternal, implacable revenge, and quitted his na- 
tive valley for ever. His only arms were the gun you 
see, and the knife he carries in his bosom. Bred a 
hunter in his youth, he was an excellent marksman, 
and his intimate knowledge of the mountain district, 
facilitated his efforts at vengeance. Placing himself in 
ambush beside a pass, he would wait for days and 
nights with patient vigilance, until some straggling 
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enemy came within range of his musket ; and an unerr- 
ing bullet conveyed to the dying Frenchman, the first 
intimation that danger was at hand. Numerous parties 
were constantly sent out to apprehend the dreaded bri- 
gand. Frequently they found El Manco in the forest, to 
all appearance peaceably employed in cutting wood; and 
deceived by his age, the simplicity of his answers, and 
his feebleness, they were contented with seeking infor- 
mation, to enable them to apprehend the criminal. ' Ac- 
cident at last betrayed El Manco's secret ; but before the 
discovery was made, more than sixty Frenchmen had 
fallen by the hand of that maimed and powerless being. 
Of course, he was obliged to fly, amd since that time he 
has attached himself to the party I command." 

"It is a strange tale, certainly ,*' said the soldier; 
" and to look at El Manco, none could suppose him to 
be capable of such desperate retaliation." 

" It shows," replied the Spaniard, " that the humblest 
individual, when wantonly abused, has means sufficient 
for revenge, if he has only courage to make the essay. 
Did you know the private histories of this band, half the 
number of those who fill my ranks have been forced 
there by injury and oppression. War drove them from 
more peaceful vocations, and want obliged them to 
adopt a course of life, for which, under other circum- 
stances, they had neither inclination nor ability. When 
the noble refused to submit to the thrall of a foreign 
despot, and was beggared by the spoliations of the 
tyrant's minions, those who depended on him as retain- 
ers shared in the ruin of their protector. The hidalgo 
was driven from his hereditary estate, the farmer had 
bis crops cut down, and his vineyard and olive-ground 
devastated. The labourer lacked his wonted occupation, 
and flung the implements of husbandry away, to take 
up knife and musket. Religious houses were sup- 
pressed — the monk was ejected from his seclusion — he 
entered at manhood upon a world he was unused to — 
death was the penalty of wearing his sacred habit — and 
the priest's cassock was exchanged for the Guerilla 
cloak. Look over yonder troop, and there every calling 
will be found— every gradation of rank — from the ruined 
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noble to the bankrupt tradesman.— But here comes 
breakfast. Last night, major, you and I were like 
enough to prove the temper of the knife— -this morning 
we'll employ it for friendlier purposes." 

The Guerilla's meal was a strange melange. There 
was broiled mutton, an English ham, a flask of superior 
wine, French biscuits, rye bread, and two or three 
nameless culinary preparations. Every thing was served 
in plate ; and dish, cup, and spoon were all of mas- 
sive silver. The Spaniard smiled at O'Connor's asto- 
nishment. 

" You see how we mountain soldiers live. England 
and France, Italy and Spain, have furnished materials 
for our breakfast ; and these silver vessels, but a short 
time since, were ranged upon a royal sideboard. In 
truth, my friend, we are indebted for them all to El Rey 
Jose. I picked up a part of the baggage at Vittoria, 
and we have made free with viands provided for the 
usurper, but which the chance of war gave to honester 
men— you and me. Drink— that wine is excellent.— 
An hour hence we march ; and if you please it, to fill 
up the interval, I will tell you some adventures of my 
own." 
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CHAPTER IV. 



CONFE9SION8 OF A GUERILLA. 



Vengeance, deep brooding o'er the slain, 

Had locked the source of softer wo ; 
And burning pride, and high disdain, 

Forbade the rising tear to flow. 

Lay of the Last Minstrel. 



I am the youngest son of an old soldier. My mother 
died while I was an infant ; and my father, after serving 
in the Royal Guard for thirty years, quitted the corps 
from ill health — retired to his native village— and, on 
his pension and paternal estate, lived hospitably, until, 
at a good old age, he slipped away calmly from the 
world, respected and regretted by all who knew him. 

There were twenty years between Vicente, my elder 
brother, and myself. At our father's death he was a 
man, and I but a school-boy. Although left an orphan, 
I had no destitution to complain of; Vicente was the 
best of brothers — he treated me with parental tender- 
ness — watched over my education — directed my stu- 
dies — and, when I arrived at that time of life when a 
profession should be selected, he procured for me an 
appointmont in the capital, and allotted me a liberal por- 
tion of his income, to enable me to maintain myself as 
a gentleman, until, by the routine of office, I should ob- 
tain some more lucrative post. Never was a man less 
adapted by nature for a life of rapine and bloodshed 
than I. My disposition was quiet and contemplative— 
books were my chief delight — I read much — and, not 
contented with the literature of Spain, applied myself to 
learn the languages of modern Europe, and acquired a 
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sufficient knowledge of French and English, which 
enabled me to speak both with tolerable fluency. Such 
were my earlier habits and pursuits ; and at twenty- 
two none could have supposed it possible, that, in a few 
brief months, the peaceful student of Madrid should 
become the brigand chief of Ronda. 

The director of the office, to which I was attached, 
was a man of noble descent and amiable character. 
He was called Don Jose Miranda. His place was very 
lucrative ; and as he had a small estate, and was a wi- 
dower with but one child, it was believed that the young 
Catalina would inherit, at her father's death, a very 
considerable fortune. 

The director appeared partial to me from the begin- 
ning — took pains in teaching me the duties of the office — 
showed me every civility in his power — and frequently 
brought me to his house, a villa, pleasantly situated at 
about a league's distance from the city. There I pass- 
ed many a happy hour— for therd I first became ac- 
quainted with Catalina. 

I saw and loved her. You, a soldier from boyhood, 
who, haply, know the passion but by name, would 
smile at the weakness I must confess, did I own the 
ardour, the devotion, with which my heart worship- 
ped the director's daughter. Who could look on Cata- 
lina and remain unmoved ? She was then scarcely six- 
teen, and just springing into womanhood, with all the 
charms that render beauty irresistible. Then I was differ- 
ent from what I now am— care had not settled on my 
brow-this hand was unstained with blood-this heart was 
not wrung by injury and insult — this bosom was not 
burning with revenge. Then no anxieties disturbed it ; 
and all it throbbed for was the object of its love — the 
young, the peerless Catalina. 

I did not sue in vain. My mistress listened to my 
declaration of attachment with evident pleasure — and 1 
was accepted. The director, when a female relative 
who superintended his household affairs and the educa- 
tion of Catalina informed him of our liaison, expressed 
no dissatisfaction; on the contrary his kindness towards 
me appeared increased. 
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Months passed over— my love became more ardent 
and engrossing-— and, unable to endure a longer sus- 
pense, I obtained Catalina's consent to demand her hand 
from the director, and formally made the necessary com- 
munication. He heard me, and objected only to the 
want of a sufficient fortune on my part ; but, at the 
same time, he proposed to remedy that evil. He was 
becoming old— the state of political affairs was more 
than threatening — a national convulsion was at hand- 
he wished to retire from official labour— and, he said, 
that he would signify his intention to the government, 
and obtain the appointment for me. 

It was done. His application was favourably received 
—and it was duly intimated by the minister of finance 
that I should be Don Jose's successor. All objection to 
my union with Catalina was removed, and the day was 
named on which she was to become my wife. 

The revolution broke out suddenly— events were 
hurried to a rapid crisis — the French occupied Madrid 
— and every department of the executive was thrown 
into confusion. In all the state offices persons suspect- 
ed of attachment to their lawful king, became obnoxious 
to the usurper ; they were unceremoniously discarded, 
and the minions of the invader substituted in their stead. 
I had no fancy for political intrigues, consequently I had 
never been a partisan, and it might have been supposed 
that I should have escaped the wrath of the despot; but, 
before I suspected danger, an event occurred which over- 
turned all my hopes, and rendered me for ever a wretch- 
ed and a ruined man. 

Driven to madness by foreign oppression, the peasan- 
try of Andalusia had broken into insurrrection, and de- 
clared deadly hostility to the invaders. Valdenebro 
appeared at their head — while my brother Vicente 
joined the mountaineers of Ronda as their leader. Be- 
fore any intelligence reached me of these events, a great 
portion of my native province was in arms ; and an 
enemy's detachment, which had imprudently advanced 
into the mountains, became entangled in a defile, and 
were cut off to a man, by a sudden attack made upon 
them by the Moreno. 
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I was at the director's villa, and, ignorant of this oc- 
currence, was seated beside my beloved Catalina — my 
arm was around her waist, her head was resting on 
my bosom, and her dark and sparkling eyes turned 
upon mine, as, in playful raillery, she taxed me with 
some fanciful offence. A bustle without, a tramping of 
feet and ringing of spurs, was heard along the paved 
corridor. Presently the door was thrown open, and a 
French officer of dragoons strode haughtily across the 
chamber, while his orderly remained standing in the 
doorway. I sprang up, placed myself between Catalina 
and the intruder, and demanded his name and business. 
He smiled ironically. 

" I am called Henri de Blondville," he said, " a captain 
of hussars ; and you, if I am not misinformed, are Don 
Juan Moreno." 

" I am Juan Moreno," I replied. 

" Then I must interrupt your t£te-d-t£te, my friend, 
Here, Pierre — here is your prisoner." Half-a-dozen 
hussars instantly came in. I remonstrated, but it was 
unavailing, and demanded to know the nature of my 
offence, and the authority by which I was treated like a 
malefactor. 

44 This is my warrant," replied the Frenchman, as he 
scornfully touched the handle of his sabre. •• Secure 
the gentleman," he continued, addressing his myrmidons. 
I was instantly seized — hand-cuffed like a deserter — torn 
from the house, and not permitted to await the re- 
covery of Catalina, who had fainted on the sofa, nor 
allowed to bid my affianced wife farewell. 

I was mounted on a dragoon horse, escorted by a 
troop of cavalry, and not permitted to procure a cloak 
or a change of linen. Transferred from troop to troop, 
without rest, without food, until I was completely worn 
down with suffering and fatigue, my journey terminated 
at Grenada; there, without any colourable pretext, I was 
thrown into a damp and solitary dungeon, where none 
but desperate malefactors were confined. 

A long month wore heavily away. I lay pining in a 
loathsome cell, never seeing a human countenance ex- 
cept the keeper's, who visited me at midnight with a 
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supply of coarse food, barely sufficient to sustain life. 
My bodily sufferings were severe enough, but what were 
they compared to the mental agony I endured, when my 
deserted bride and her helpless parent were remembered. 
My offences, whatever they might be, would probably 
be visited on them ; and when I thought of the licentious 
character of the invaders, I shuddered to think that Cata- 
lina was so beautiful and so unprotected. 

The thirtieth night of my melancholy captivity arrived, 
and the hour of the jailer's visit was at hand. I heard a 
sudden uproar in the prison, and, even remote as my 
dungeon was, the shouts of men, and the sharp discharge 
of small arms, reached it. The affray was short as it 
had been sudden — the noises died away — the conflict 
was over, or the combatants were engaged at a greater 
distance from my cell. It was a strange and unusual 
event, and I longed for the appearance of the keeper, to 
ask him what had caused this midnight tumult. 

At last the key grated in the dungeon lock, and my 
jailer entered. He looked like a person who had been 
engaged in a recent affray ; and to judge from his torn 
clothes, and head bound up in a bloody handkerchief; he 
had suffered in the scuffle. When I asked what had oc- 
casioned the late confusion, he regarded me with a fero- 
cious stare— left the loaf and pitcher down— and, as he 
turned to the door, muttered, «' I suspect, my friend, that 
you will know more about it in the morning !" and ab- 
rubtly quitting the cell, left me to solitude and darkness. 

Day broke, and I waited impatiently to learn the 
meaning of the keeper's threat, nor was I long kept in 
uncertainty. The footsteps of several men sounded in 
the vaulted passage, my dungeon was unlocked, and the 
keeper entered, accompanied by a military guard with 
drawn bayonets, and desired me to rise and follow him. 
I obeyed ; and, mounting by a flight of stone stairs, 
found myself in the prison-hall, where General Sebas- 
tiani, attended by a numerous staff and a few civilians, 
was sitting in judgment on a prisoner. 

That he was one was evident enough, for I remarked 
that both his hands and feet were strongly fettered. His 
back was turned to me as he confronted his judge ; but 
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from his hat and mantillo, I guessed him to be a Spaniard. 
The hall was encircled by a triple file of soldiers, and a 
deathlike silence ensued, as the French general ceased 
speaking on my entrance with the guard. 

" Approach, young man," he said, after a minute's 
pause. 

I did as I -was ordered, and came forward to the table 
where my fellow-captive stood. 

" Look up," continued the Frenchman, " and tell me if 
you know the prisoner 1" 

The captive remained regarding steadily the person 
on whose decision his fate rested. I raised my eyes to 
examine his face. Great God ! — it was no strange 
countenance that met my glance — the prisoner was my 
brother ! 

"Vicente!" I exclaimed. He started at the well- 
known voice, and next moment we were in each other's 
arms. Gently disengaging himself from my embrace, 
he held me at a little distance as he mournfully replied— 

" And is this wreck of manhood thou, my beloved 
brother ? Alas, Juan — thy free spirit agrees but poorly 
with a tyrant's thrall. I need not ask how thou hast 
fared ; that withered cheek and sunken eye tell plainly 
enough how well chains and captivity can work the 
wrath of the oppressor. I heard but two days since of 
thy arrest ; and I would have delivered thee, but for the 
treachery of yonder miscreant," — and he pointed his 
finger scornfully towards a man who was standing at a 
distance, and whom I recognised at once to be the algu- 
azil of my native village. This explained the cause of 
the midnight disturbance, and the jailer's menace. My 
brother had made a desperate attempt to effect my libe- 
ration. He surprised and cut down the prison guard. 
His success would have been certain ; but a traitor had 
betrayed him, and his own capture and certain death 
resulted. 

Sebastiana and his staff watched our interview with 
marked attention. He whispered to an aide-de-camp, 
who withdrew from the hall, and the general then ad- 
dressed himself to me. 

" Juan Moreno," he said, "attend and answer me." 

4* 
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I bowed, and the general proceeded. 

" You are accused, that, contrary to the royal decree", 
condemning to death all Spaniards taken in arms, and 
all who abet and assist them — you have been in com- 
munication with the brigands in the mountains of Ron- 
da, and that, through information sent from the capital 
by you, much of the mischief they have perpetrated has 
been caused. How say ye— are these charges true — and 
are you guilty of this treason 1" 

Before I could reply, my brother addressed Sebas- 
tiani. 

" General," he said, " you have offered me liberty and 
preferment, and I have refused them, because I could 
only accept them with the loss of honour. Judge 
whether, to free another, I would do that, which, even 
to save myself; I have declined doing. Think not that 
I am reckless of life. No— there are ties which bind me 
to it ardently. I am a husband — and I am a father. 
Now by the hope of Heaven, which must enable me with 
firmness to go through the scene that is approaching — 
by the unsullied honour of a Spaniard, Juan Moreno is 
guiltless of the charge you have accused him of." 

There was a pause — and the solemnity of my bro- 
ther's declaration seemed to confirm my innocence with 
the greater number of those who had listened to him. 
An impression had evidently been made upon the French 
officers in my favour, when the corregidor of La Mancha, 
the villain Ciria, who had joined the enemy, and pur- 
sued every patriot with undying hatred, remarked that 
the anxiety of a brother to save his kinsman was just 
and natural ; but, unfortunately the testimony of an un- 
prejudiced man had established the fact, that a treason- 
able correspondence existed between Vicente and me. 

Moreno darted a withering look at the betrayer of 
his country. 

" What !" he exclaimed. " Mind ye the assertions 
of yon pale-faced traitor? — A miscreant false to his 
nation and his God ! One, who like the arch-deceiver 
of old, has sold for silver the blood- of innocence so fre- 
quently. Would the denunciation of such a wretch be 
deemed worthy of belief by any man of honour. But 
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I am wrong to permit an abject traitor to disturb any 
portion of the brief space of life that now remains." 

44 Moreno !" — said Sebastiani. — " You have two lives 
at your disposal. Save your brother's and your own. 
Accept my offers or you know the alternative." 

" I know it, general ; and I have made my decision 
from the moment I became your prisoner." 

44 Pause" — said the Frenchman. " Remember, no 
hope but one remains. Your band cannot save — " 

44 But," said the Guerilla with a smile, " they can 
avenge me ! I have a last request. Allow me a con- 
fessor, and a few minutes of private conversation with 
my brother." 

" Both are granted. I have already despatched my 
aide-de-camp to his convent for the priest you named, 
and you may retire into the adjoining room with your 
brother until the monk arrives." 

" I thank you, general, for this indulgence ; nay, I 
feel convinced that in your own heart you loathe the 
duty which obliges you to visit the man who strikes for 
frdedom , with the penalties traitors only should incur." 

We were conducted into a small chamber which 
opened off the hall, andiooked out upon the market. 
One closed-barred window gave it light ; and through 
the open lattice we saw the scaffold erected, on which, 
in another hour, Vicente was to seal his loyalty with 
his life. 

44 Juan," he said, " thou knowest how tenderly I love 
thee ; and, brief as my span of existence is, I would 
use it in preparing thee for death or life. If thou art 
to be another victim, bear thy doom manfully, and 
prove upon the scaffold how calmly a Spaniard can 
abide the tyrant's decree. If thou art spared, devote 
thyself to avenge thy country's wrongs— thy brother's 
slaughter. Now tax thy energies, for I have evil news 
to tell. Canst thou hear of ruined hopes 1— of — " 

44 What !" — I exclaimed, as he hesitated. — * 4 What of 
Catalina ? Have they wronged her 1 — Have they — ." 

44 Patience, my brother, and man thyself—none can 
wrong — ." 

He stopped again. 
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•« Go on, Vicente. Go on. All this is torture." 

" The dead,* 1 — he added solemnly. 

" The dead ! — Is Catalina dead ?" 

" She is," he returned. ** Ten days after you had 
been torn away, while thy betrothed was lying in a 
fever, they seized: the old man, and incarcerated him. 
The shock was fatal. She became delirious, and ex- 
pired on the third day, without the consolation of know- 
ing that a lover watched her couch, or a parent closed 
her eyes. Jose Miranda heard the tidings — he never 
raised his head afterwards, and in a week they laid 
him in the same cemetery where Catalina rests." 

" God of justice 1" I exclaimed, M can such villany 
and oppression escape unpunished ?" 

" Thou mayst yet have vengeance in thy power ; and 
the last efforts of my life shall be used to save thine. 
Should I succeed, remember Vicente and avenge him. 
Here comes the priest. Farewell, a last farewell, my 
Juan. The monk will visit thee when the trial of my 
firmness is over, and tell thee how calmly thy brother 
died!" 

We embraced — were separated— I reconducted to 
my cell, and Vicente led to execution. In the presence 
of his wife and children they hanged him like a dog. 
How his last moments passed — how nobly he submitted 
to his martyrdom — thou knowest already. 

The fading sunbeams penetrated the grated loophole 
of my dungeon — and it was resolved that I should never 
see them set again. Moreno' s firmness on the scaffold 
had incensed the bloodhounds who had sent him there, 
while the deep sympathy exhibited by the spectators 
alarmed and exasperated Ciria and Fernandez, his 
renegade confederate, and the betrayer of my brother. 
They urged on Sebastian i the expediency of example, 
and exhorted him to check this popular display of pity 
and admiration. The French general yielded a re- 
luctant consent, and the warrant for my execution 
next morning was officially prepared. 

It was an unusual hour for a visit, when I heard the 
keeper turn his key. He came accompanied by a 
monk, and showed me the fatal warrant. The death 
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of my affianced bride — the murder of my gallant bro- 
ther — the total wreck of worldly happiness had render- 
ed life so valueless, that, but for the hope of revenge, I 
would have parted with existence, and felt that "death 
was a relief. 

" Art thou prepared to die, my son ?" said the friar, 
after the jailer had read the fetal mandate. 

" Better, I trust, father, than they who are spillers of 
innocent blood." 

" Art thou ready," continued the monk, " to submit 
to thy fate with resignation ; and like a Christian man, 
forgive thy enemies and persecutors 1" 

" I will meet my doom like a man," I replied, " and 
my last exhortation to those who witness my end, will 
be vengeance on my murderers." 

"Hush! my son," replied the priest. "As thou 
hopest forgiveness, thou must render it. Leave us, 
good Pedro, alone. I would hear his confession ; and, 
for hi3 soul's sake, persuade this youthful sinner to die 
in a holier mood." 

The jailer bowed— laid down his light — withdrew— 
and, having secured the door, left me to the pious ad- 
monitions of my ghostly comforter. 

Before the sound of the keeper's steps was lost in 
the distant passage, the monk suddenly flung back his 
cowl t and displayed a dark and vindictive countenance. 

" Juan Moreno, it is no shaveling who speaks to 
thee, but a devoted comrade to thy brother. I have 
planned thy escape : hear and attend to what I say. 
At the end of the stone corridor without the door there 
is a window that opens on the market-place. It is, to 
all appearance, strongly secured with iron stanchions ; 
and several of the bars have been sawed through ; and 
could you but quit this cell, the rest were easy. There 
is but one way — it is simple and sure — when the keeper 
comes here at midnight stab him to the heart, and 
hasten to the outlet I have described. There I, with 
some trusty companions, will be waiting. Whistle 
twice, and we will know thou art at the grate. Take 
these, and hide them until they are wanted ;" and he 
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gave me a dagger, a pistol, some food, and a flask of 
wine. 

" Drink," he said, " and when the time comes for 
action, think of Vicente Moreno, remember thy mar- 
tyred brother, and strike home to the heart of one of 
his murderers. But I must free thee from thy fetters ;" 
and stooping, he unlocked the chains, told me his plans 
again, and exhorted me to be prompt and resolute. I 
needed nothing to rouse my vengeance ; and, hiding 
the weapons and the wine beneath the mattress, waited 
the jailer's coming, whose steps were heard advancing 
along the vaulted passage. 

" Well," he said, " holy father, hast thou made any 
progress in fitting this youth for death V 9 

" Alas ! no :" replied the false monk. " For one so 
young, he appears desperately hardened. Wilt thou 
think on what I have said to thee, Juan ? and by all you 
value, follow my advice, I conjure you." 

" I will do as the brother of Vicente Moreno should 
do ; and to the latest hour of existence, I will remember 
his wrongs, and imprecate curses on his enemies." 

" Now, by St. Jerome," exclaimed the keeper, " I will 
witness thy dying pangs upon the gallows, with as 
much pleasure as I looked upon those of the rebel whom 
you speak of. Come, holy father, leave the brigand to 
himself, and let him amuse himself with the prospect of 
a hempen necklace until to-night, when I will bring him 
the last loaf he will require at my hands." 

He said — followed the disguised Guerilla, and I was 
left once more in solitude and darkness. 

Had I felt one sting of compunction in robbing a hu- 
man being of life so suddenly, the remarks of the tru- 
culent scoundrel, in allusion to my brother's death, 
would have removed it. 1 ate the food, drank the wine 
sparingly, concealed the weapons in my bosom, and 
coolly waited for the hour when the work of vengeance 
should commence. 

Midnight came — the deep-toned bell of Santa Marga- 
rita told the hour, and sounded the knell of my first 
victim. Pedro entered the cell as he usually did ; and 
when he had laid down the loaf and pitcher, informed 
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me that one hour after daybreak, I should be required 
to be ready. 

" You, I presume, intend to witness the ceremony," I 
said carelessly. 

" I would not take a doubloon, and miss the sight," 
he replied. " Youngster, you have already cost me a 
broken head" — and he pointed to his bandages. " In 
his mad attempt to save you, I received this blow from 
Vicente -Moreno. 1 ' 

" And this from Juan" — I added— striking the dagger 
to the hilt in his bosom. Thrice I repeated the blow as 
he was falling. The jailor gave one hollow groan, and 
all was over. 

I took the light and hastened to the outlet, discovered 
it easily, and gave the appointed signal. Hands from 
without promptly removed the bars. I passed my body 
through the aperture, and found the comrade of my 
brother, and some trusty friends, waiting for me. By 
obscure streets we quitted Grenada, and evaded the 
French pickets ; and at the hour appointed for my exe- 
cution^ when I was expected to exhibit on the scaffold, 
I was kneeling in the mountains of Ronda, in the centre 
of a Guerilla troop, swearing upon my brother's crucifix, 
eternal vengeance against his murderers. 

But I have been tedious in my narrative, and it is time 
my band were moving. I shall give the word of readi- 
ness ; and while my comrades are bridling their horses, 
I will tell you my last adventure. 

I mentioned the names of Ciria and Fernandez, as 
the villains who had betrayed my brother, and consign* 
ed me to the dungeons of Grenada. Before three months 
passed I surprised the former in Almagro, and hanged 
him over his own door. Fernandez, aware that the 
same fate awaited him, retired to France, and thus 
evaded for a time my vengeance. His treachery was re- 
warded by an appointment in the enemy's commissariat ; 
and, as his duties lay beyond the Pyrenees, he fancied 
himself secure. 

Four days ago I found by an intercepted despatch, 
that the traitor was quartered within the French lines, 
and expected another villain, named Cardonna, to meet 
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him on some secret business at the village of Espalette. 
A pass from General Foy was enclosed, to enable the 
latter to clear the outposts. There was a chance — a 
dangerous one no doubt — but the dead called for ven- 
geance, and I resolved to obtain it, or perish in the at- 
tempt. I left my band in the mountain bivouacs, pass- 
ed the French sentries unmolested, and at nightfall 
entered the village. 

To find out, without exciting any inquiries, the house 
where Fernandez lodged was difficult ; but I tried and 
succeeded. His chamber was on one side of a cottage, 
occupied by French soldiers; and through the window I 
could observe him engaged with another man in over- 
looking military returns. Every word spoken I heard 
distinctly. 

" You must fetch the muster-roll," said Fernandez. — 
" Hasten back, that the business may be settled before 
Cardonna arrives." 

" I shall be back in ten minutes," replied the other, as 
he rose and left the room. 

I waited for half that time, then passed into the cot- 
tage unobserved, and entered the chamber boldly. — 
Fernandez continued writing at the table, his back was 
to the door ; and never doubting but it was his friend re- 
turning with the roll, he never raised his eyes from the 
returns. I marked the spot to strike, and with one 
blow divided the spine. The head dropped down upon 
the table, and not a sigh escaped his lips ! With the 
point of my bloody knife I traced upon a slip of paper 
the name of ** Juan Moreno," and glided from the cot- 
tage unquestioned and unnoticed. Was not that, my 
friend, brave revenge ? To immolate, in the centre of 
an enemy's camp, the murderer of Vicente — the de- 
stroyer of Catalina. 

My subsequent escape was truly hazardous. I hid 
myself during the day in a hollow bank that overhung 
the river, and at night succeeded in reaching the bridge 
— the termination you know yourself. 

And now you have heard from my own lips the causes 
which have made my name so formidable to the inva- 
ders. Had 1 not been driven to the mountains by op- 
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pression, I should have dreamed my life peacefully 
away — and Juan Moreno would have lived, and died, 
and. been forgotten. Cruelty turned my blood to gall, 
and changed my very nature. At manhood this hand 
was stainless as a schoolboy's — at thirty the blood of 
fifty victims reeks upon it. Human joys and pleasures 
are lost upon me. For me beauty has no charms, and 
gold is merely dross. Yonder mule is laden with Na- 
poleons ; and, by heaven, I would not take the burden 
beyond that rivulet, only that I employ it in furthering 
my revenge. Once I could hang over a harp, and feel 
its music at my heart — now the roar of cannon, the 
crash of battle, or, sweeter still, the death-groan of an 
enemy, is the only melody for me. Living, mine shall 
be " war to the knife !" — and when I die, whether it be 
on the scaffold or the field, my last breath shall be a 
curse upon the oppressor. Ho, Carlos ! my horse. And 
now farewell. You and I shall probably never meet 
again. May you be happy ; and when you hear that 
Juan Moreno is no more, ask how he died." 

He gave the word to march — sprang lightly to the 
saddle — and, at the sudden turning of an alpine pass, 
waved a last adieu to O'Connor, and disappeared. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE FALL OF ST. SEBA8TIAN. 



The tale of war still bears a painful sound — 
I see in captured towns but mangled corpses — 
I hear in victory's shouts but dying groans. 

M. G. Lewis. 



When Soult retreated through the passes of the Py- 
renees by Maya, Roncesvalles, and Echalan, the British 
and their allies resumed the positions from which they 
had been forced, and re-established their head-quarters 
at Lezaca. A period of comparative inactivity succeed- 
ed. Immediate operations could not be commenced 
on either side — the enemy had been too severely re- 
pulsed to permit their becoming assailants again ; while, 
on the other hand, Wellington would not be justified 
in crossing the frontier and entering a hostile country, 
with Pamplona and St. Sebastian garrisoned by the 
French, and in his rear. 

Nothing cduld be more magnificent than the positions 
of the British brigades. For many a mile along the ex- 
tended line of occupation, huts crowning the heights or 
studding the deep valleys below them, showed the rude 
dwellings of the mighty mass of human beings collected 
in that alpine country. At night the scene was still 
more picturesque. The irregular surface of the sierras 
sparkled with a thousand watch-fires, and the bivouacs 
of the allies exhibited all the varieties of light and sha- 
dow which an artist loves to copy. To the occupants 
themselves, the views obtained from their elevated abodes 
were grand and imposing. One while obscured in fog, 
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the hum of voices alone announced that their comrades 
were beside them, — while at another the sun bursting 
forth in cloudless beauty displayed a varied scene, glo- 
rious beyond imagination. At their feet the fertile 
plains of France presented themselves, — above, ranges 
of magnificent heights towered in majestic grandeur to 
the skies, and stretched into distance beyond the range 
of sight. 

That -portion of the Rifles with which our story 
chiefly lies, had resumed their old quarters at the 
bridge, and occupied the same bivouac, from which 
Soult's advance had obliged them to retire. Although 
no military movements were made, this inactive inter- 
val of a vigorous campaign was usefully employed by 
the allied commander, in organising anew the regi- 
ments that had suffered most, concentrating the divi- 
sions, replacing exhausted stores, and perfecting the 
whole materiel of the army. Those of the British near 
the coast, compared with the corps that were block- 
ading Pamplona, lived comfortably in their mountain 
bivouacs. The task of covering the blockade was the 
most disagreeable that falls to the soldier's lot. Ex- 
posed to cold and rain, continually on the alert, and 
yet engaged in a duty devoid of enterprise and interest, 
nothing could be more wearying to the troops employ- 
ed ; and desertions, which during active service were 
infrequent, became numerous, and especially among 
the Spaniards and Irish. 

It was a wet day, — a thick mist hung over the val- 
leys, and shut out distant objects from the* view of the 
light troops cantoned on the heights of Satofe ^Barbara. 
The wooden hut was but thinly tenanted-s^fer,' alas \ 
several of the brave youths who had been formerly its 
occupants, had found a soldier's grave during the late 
combats in the mountains, or fallen before the shattered 
bastions of Saint Sebastian. Although not engaged 
in the investment of that fortress, the division had^dr- . " 
nished a portion of the volunteers, who formed the 
storming party on the morning of the assault, — and of 
that gallant band, two-thirds died before the breach, or 
were placed hor* de combat in the hospitals. 
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In the annals of modern warfare there is. no conflict 
recorded so sanguinary and so desperate as the storm- 
ing of that well-defended breach. During the blockade 
every resource of military ingenuity was tried by the 
French governor — and the failure of the first assault, 
and the subsequent raising of the siege, imboldened the 
garrison and rendered them the more confident of hold- 
ing out, until Soult could advance and succour them. 
The time from which the battering guns had been with- 
drawn, until they were again replaced in the works, 
had been assiduously employed in constructing new 
defences and strengthening the old ones. But though 
the place when reinvested was more formidable than 
before, the besiegers appeared only the more determined 
to reduce it — Santa Clara, a bluff and rocky island 
commanding the landing place, was carried after an ob- 
stinate defence — a mortar battery was erected to shell 
the castle from across the bay — while a storm of round 
and case shot was maintained so vigorously, that in 
a short time the fire of the enemy was nearly silenced. 

The night before the storm was well fitted to har- 
binger the day of slaughter that succeeded, — a dreadful 
tempest of thunder, lightning, and rain came on with 
darkness, and amid the uproar of elemental fury, 
three mines loaded with 1500 lbs. of powder were 
sprung by the besiegers, and the sea-wall blown down. 

Morning broke gloomily — an intense mist obscured 
every object — and the work of slaughter was for a 
time delayed. At nine the sea-breeze cleared away 
the fog — the sun shone gloriously out — and in two 
hours the forlorn hope issued from the trenches. The 
columns succeeded, and every gun from the fortress 
that could bear, opened on them with shot and shells. 
The appearance of the breach was perfectly delusive — 
nothing living could reach the summit — no courage, 
however desperate, could overcome the difficulties — 
they were alike unexpected and insurmountable. In 
vain the officers rushed forward, and devotedly were 
they followed by their men. From intrenched hquses 
behind the breach, the traverses, and the ramparts of 
the curtain, a withering discharge of musketry was 
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poured on the assailants, while the Mirador and Prince 
batteries swept the approaches with their "guns. To 
survive this concentrated fire was impossible ; the for- 
lorn hope were cut off to a man, and the heads of the 
columns annihilated. At last the debouches were 
choked with the dead and wounded, and a further pas- 
sage to the breach rendered impracticable, from the 
heap of corpses that were piled upon each other. 

Then, in that desperate moment, when hope might 
have been supposed to be over, an expedient unparal- 
leled in the records of war was resorted to. The 
British batteries opened on the curtain, and the storm- 
ing parties heard with surprise the roar of cannon in 
their rear, while, but a few feet above their heads, the 
iron shower hissed horribly, sweeping away the enemy 
and their defences. This was the moment for a fresh 
effort. Another brigade was moved forward, and fa- 
voured by an accidental explosion upon the curtain, 
which confused the enemy while it encouraged the as- 
sailants, the terre-plain was mounted, and the French 
driven from the works. A long and obstinate resist- 
ance was continued in the streets, which were in many 
places barricaded, but by five in the evening opposition 
ceased — and the town was in the possession of the 
British. 

A night of frightful excesses followed the capture of 
the city. Plunder and violence were raging through 
every corner of the place — the town was partially on 
fire — while, as if to add to the horror of the scene, the 
elements were convulsed, and it thundered and light- 
ened awfully. Over the transactions of that night a 
veil should be drawn — for if ever men were demonized, 
these were the captors of St. Sebastian. 

What rendered the assault upon the fortress more 
interesting was, that, at the same time, while the ope- 
rations to reduce it were being carried on, the French 
recrossed the Bidassoa in great force, and attacked the 
Spaniards at San M arcial. In the affair that succeeded 
the allies behaved roost gallantly. They held the po- 
sition, repulsed Soult's attempt to dislodge them, and 
obliged him to retire with immense loss. The number 
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of the French killed was never correctly known, but 
nearly a thousand perished in forcing the bridge at 
Vera, which was held by a part of the light division. 
An animated description of the fell of St. Sebastian, 
by a survivor of those who volunteered from the rifles, 
had occasioned some observations on the advantage 
of night attacks. O'Connor had been frequently ap- s 
pealed to upon disputed points. Gradually a deeper 
interest to learn the particulars of the assault on Bada- 
joz was excited, and none could better describe that 
scene of blood than he who had led the storming party. 
The rain continued falling with unabated violence, and 
all the inmates of the, wooden hut were collected round 
the rough bench which formed the table. To their 
unanimous request the gallant soldier yielded a good- M 
humoured assent, and thu3 narrated that glorious affair, '| 
which widowed many a dame, and left many a maid -j 
" lamenting." ' ' 
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CHAPTER VL 
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THE 8T0RM OF BADAJOZ. 

From the point of encountering blades to the hilt, 
Sabres and swords with blood were gilt; 
But the rampart is won, and the spoil began, 
And all but the after-carnage done. 

Siege or Corinth. 

Men, like wild beasts, when once they have tasted 
blood, acquire an appetite for it. 

Soothe*. 

And he had learned to love — I know not why, 
For this in such as him seems strange of mood — 

The helpless looks of blooming infancy 
Even in its earliestnature. 

Childe Harold. 



"Badajoz!" exclaimed O'Connor, with enthusiasm, 
** many a gallant deed — many a bitter recollection .are 
associated with thee. Thousands of the best troops 
that England and France ever sent into the field are 
mouldering before thy bastions — and many a widowed 
wife and fatherless child will curse the name that recals 
the loss of their protectors ! 

Never shall I forget the morning of the 9th of March, 
when the light, third, and fourth divisions crossed the 
Tagus by a bridge of boats, and concentrating at Elvas, 
pushed on to Merida and Lerena. Never was an army 
in higher spirit — and all were anxious to come in con- 
tact with the enemy. On the 16th Badajoz was to be 
invested. The pontoon bridge was thrown across the 
Guadiana ; and, though fiercely opposed by the French 
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cavalry, the river was crossed, and we sat down before 
this celebrated fortress. 

Badajoz is easily described. Round one portion of 
the town the rivulets Calamon and Rivellas sweep, and 
unite with the Guadiana, which flows in the face of 
the works, and in front of the heights of Saint Christo- 
val. The castle stands nearly above the union of these 
rivers. The fortifications are exceedingly strong — the 
bastions and curtains regular — while formidable out- 
works — the forts of Pardelaras, Picarina, and Saint 
Christoval — completed the exterior defences of a city 
that had already stood two sieges, and had since been 
strengthened with jealous attention and scientific skill. 

The 17th was a day of peculiar interest; and the 
anniversary of our patron saint was employed in recon- 
noitring the place, and determining the point which our 
opening assault should be directed. The outwork of 
Picarina was selected for the first essay ; and in a tem- 
pest of wind and rain and favoured by the darkness, 
we broke ground within a hundred and forty paces of 
the fort. Three thousand men laboured throughout 
the night without a moment's cessation — and at dawn 
the garrison were astounded to see the first parallel 
completed. 

All the next day, under a lively cannonade from the 
fort and town, we laboured vigorously. At night the 
rain came down in torrents, but we worked on, knee- 
deep in water. On the 19th the trenches were advan- 
cing rapidly, and some guns were already in battery— 
when Phillipon, alarmed for the safety of his best out- 
work, determined to sally, and attempt the destruction 
of our labours. 

During the morning an unusual bustle was apparent 
in the city and fort ; but the soldiers, up to the waist 
in water, continued pushing on the works. At noon, 
profiting by a dense fog, the sallyports of the fortress 
were thrown open, and eighteen hundred of the enemy 
rushed on us with fixed bayonets. A short and san- 
guinary struggle ensued. On the left the French were 
driven back to their own gates ; and though they sur- 
prised the workmen on the right, and injured a part of 
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the trenches, the sortie was on the whole disastrous to 
the garrison, and cost them above four hundred killed 
or prisoners. We lost a number of officers and men 5 
but the French gained nothing by the affair but a few 
intrenching tools. They carried off a number of spades 
and shovels, for which Phillipon gave a dollar each. 

The weather was dreadful : nothing but a torrent of 
rain. The water in the trenches, in some places, took 
the men above the middle, while the earth crumbled 
away, and prevented us from making any progress in 
forwarding the breaching batteries. The river rose— 
the flood swept off our pontoon bridge — we were cut 
off from our supplies — insulated from the covering force 
— and as badly off for food and shelter as might be. 
But we laboured on«— the weather changed — the 24th 
was fine. The French attempted to check our efforts 
to place guns in battery and establish magazines, by an 
increased storm of artillery. Our men feH in dozens— 
the engineers, who directed the works, and exposed 
themselves with reckless devotion, were momently shot 
down — shells dropped frequently into the trenches- 
powder casks were repeatedly exploded while being 
conveyed to the magazine. Under all these discou- 
raging circumstances, the works were completed; and, 
on the dawning of the 25th, two batteries were un- 
masked, and opened with a tremendous fire on the out- 
work of Picurina at the short distance of one hundred 
and forty paces. Of course the town and fort turned 
every gun within range upon ours ; but so terrible and 
effective was the point-blank service of our two-and- 
thirties, that at evening a breach was declared practica- 
ble, and Lord Wellington, no admirer of the Fabian 
system of delay, determined, when it became dark, to 
carry Picurina by storm. 

WeD, the storming-party was selected from a part of 
Picton's division, and we of the light were allowed to 
volunteer. On we went with scaling ladders ; but the 
ditch was so immensely deep that it was impossible to 
cross it. At last we broke down the -gate— on rushed 
our fellows with the bayonet — the French grenadiers as 
sturdily resisted them — a regular steel affair ensued ; 
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and though a strong support moved from the town to 
assist the defenders of the fort, in a short time all op- 
position •ceased — and Picurina was ours. 

I was slightly wounded in the melee within the gate, 
and was hors de combat till the morning of the 5th of 
April. I was then quite recovered and able to rejoin 
my regiment, and fortunately in good time to witness 
the splended night attack, which ended in the capture of 
this well-defended fortress. 

On the 6th the breaches were reported practicable by 
the engineers, and the assault was fixed for eight o'clock 
that evening. The day was beautiful, and when the 
order was issued marking the positions the different 
brigades should occupy, the soldiers were in high 
spirits, and set merrily to work cleaning their arms and 
appointments, as if preparing for a dress parade. On 
Individual officers the effect that note of preparation 
caused was very opposite. One, as brave a fellow as 
ever breathed, passed me apparently in deep abstraction. 
Suddenly he seemed to awake from an uneasy re very, 
recognised me, and shook me by the hand. 

" God bless you, Edward," he said. " Farewell, old 
boy ; before midnight I shall be in another world." I 
laughed at him. " Yes, O'Connor, it will be so. I would 
not own it to another ; but you and I have fought side 
by side ere now, and you will acquit me of timidity. 
This, O'Connor, is my last fight ! Will you oblige me 
in one matter ? When you came up I was just thinking 
which of our fellows I should ask the favour of." 

•• Any thing, my dear Jack, that I can do, you may 
command." 

" Come aside," he said—- and he walked behind the 
huts. " Here," — and he put a parcel into my hand— 
M when I am gone, have that little packet conveyed to 
England, and delivered as it is addressed ; and just add 
a line or two, to say that it never left my bosom until I 
confided it to you." 

It was a leather case, and I fancy contained a minia- 
ture and some letters. The direction was to a young 
lady, who, if report was to be believed, was deeply at- 
tached to my gallant friend. I took the parcel. Once 
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more Weyland and I shook hands. We parted, never 
to meet again — his foreboding was verified — he perished 
at the head of the storming party in front of the lesser 
breach. 

I had scarcely deposited the case in the breast of my 
jacket, when Dillon, of the 2d, encountered me — his face 
beaming with delight — his spirits buoyant as the school- 
boy's, when an unexpected holiday is announced by his 
master. 

" Well met, O'Connor," he cried, as he took my hand. 
• 4 Here we are a brace of subs to day, and to-morrow 
we shall be captains. We're both at the head of the 
list, and surely some of the old fellows will get a quietus 
before morning. Egad, to-morrow you and I will drink 
to our further promotion, if there be a sound bottle of 
Sherry in Phillipon's cellar." 

" Yes, my dear Dillon, but you must recollect that 
our skins are not more impervious than those of other 
men to steel and lead. There's work cut out for us, 
take my word for it, before we'll be made free of the 
Frenchman's wine-bin." 

"Pshaw! — I would not give a dollar to insure my 
company ; and auld Clooty will never leave in the lurch 
a steady servant like you, Ned. Hang it, I wish it were, 
dark, and the work begun. 1 intend to sup in a convent 
to-night." 

" Indeed ! then • would it were supper-time, and all 
were well' " — and we parted. 

Twilight came, the sun set gloriously, and many a 
hundred eyes looked their last upon him that evening. 
Soon after eight the regiments were under arms, and the 
roll of each called over in an under voice. A death-like 
silence prevailed — the division (the light) formed behind 
the quarry in front of Santa Maria, and after a pause of 
half-an-hour, the forlorn hope passed quietly along, sup- 
ported by a storming party, consisting of three hundred 
volunteers. I was attached to the former. We moved 
silently — not a man coughed or whispered — and in three 
minutes afterwards the division followed. 

At that moment the deep bell of the cathedral of St 
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John stcuck ten* — the most perfect silence reigned 
around, and except the softened foot-fall of the storming 
parties as they struck the turf with military precision, 
not a movement was audible. A terrible suspense— a hor- 
rible stillness — darkness — a compression of the breath- 
ing—the dull and ill-defined outline of the town — the 
knowledge that similar and simultaneous movements 
were making on other points — the certainty that two or 
three minutes would probably involve the forlorn hope 
in ruin, or make it the beacon-light to victory — all these 
made the heart throb quicker, and long for the bursting 
of the storm, when wild success should crown our 
daring, or hope and life should end together. 

On we went ; one solitary musket was discharged be- 
side the breach, but none answered it. The light divi- 
sion moved forward rapidly, closing up in columns at 
quarter distance. We reached the ditch — the ladders 
were lowered— on rushed the forlorn hope— on went 
the storming party. The division were now on the 
brink of the sheer descent, when a gun boomed from 
the parapet. The earth trembled— a mine was fired— 
an explosion — an infernal hissing from lighted fusees 
succeeded — and, like the raising of a curtain on the 
stage in the hellish glare, the French lining the ramparts 
in crowds, the English storming parties descending the 
ditch, were placed as distinctly visible to each other as 
if the hour was noontide ! 

A tremendous fire from the guns of the place, which 
had been laid upon the approaches to the breach, follow- 
ed the explosion ; but undauntedly the storming party 
cheered, and bravely the French answered it. A mur- 
derous scene ensued, for the breach was utterly impass- 
able. Notwithstanding the withering fire of musketry 
from the parapets — light artillery brought immediately 
to bear upon the breach — and the grape from every gun 
upon the works that could play upon the assailants or 

* A rocket rose from the town, and some dozen blue-lights and 
fire-balls were flung from the parapets, and threw a lurid glare on 
the ground in front of the ramparts. Gradually the light died away 
deeper gloom succeeded—" Forward I" was only whispered. 
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supporting columns, the British mounted. Hundreds 
were thrown back — and hundreds promptly succeeded 
them. Almost unharmed themselves, the French dealt 
death around ; and secure within defences that even in 
daylight and to a force unopposed, would prove almost 
insurmountable, they ridiculed the mad attempt ; and 
while they viewed from the parapets a thousand victims 
in the ditch, they called in derision to the broken columns, 
and. invited them to come on. 

I, though unwounded, was hurled from the breach, 
»and fell into the lunette, where for a few minutes, I had 
some difficulty to escape suffocation. The guns of the 
bastions swept the place where I was lying, and the 
constant plash of grape upon the surface of the wa- 
ter was a sound any thing but agreeable. The cheers 
had ceased — the huzzas of the enemy at our repulse 
had died away— and from the ramparts they amused 
themselves with picking off any one they pleased. Fire- 
balls occasionally lighted up the ditch, and showed a 
mass of wretched men lying in the mud and water, 
mobbed together, unable to offend, and, poor wretches ! 
at the mercy of the enemy, for retreat was impracticable. 
As the French continued hurling cart-wheels, planks, 
and portions of the masonry of the parapet, which our 
own battering guns had destroyed, it was pitiable to see 
the feeble efforts of the wounded, as they vainly strove 
to crawl from beneath the rampart, and avoid the mur- 
derous missiles that were momently showered down. 
Now and again, the gurgling noise of some one drown- 
ing close beside was heard in the interval of the firing ; 
while the groaning of those from whom life was ebbing 
— the cursing of others in their agonies — joined to the 
demon laugh which was frequent from the breach above, 
gave the passing scene an infernal colouring, that no 
time shall ever obliterate from the memory of him who 
witnessed it. 

Yet never was the indomitable courage of Britain 
more signally displayed than during the continuance of 
this murderous attempt. Although at dusk, when the 
English batteries ceased their fire, the breaches were 
sufficiently shattered to be practicable, during the three 
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hours that intervened before the assault commenced, 
Philippon had exhausted his matchless ingenuity in ren- 
dering the entrance of a storming party by the ruined 
bastions utterly impossible. Harrows and planks, stud- 
ded with spikes and bound firmly by iron chains, -were 
suspended in front of the battered parapet like a curtain 
— a deep retrenchment cut off the breach from the in- 
terior, even had an enemy surmounted it — and a line of 
chevaux-de-frise, bristling with sword blades, proteoted 
the top. With these insurmountable obstacles before 
them, and death rained upon them from every side, 
even in handfuls the light and fourth divisions continued 
their desperate attempts ; and many of the bravest, after 
struggling to the summit of the bastion, were shot down 
in their vain attempts to tear defences away, which no 
living man could clamber over. 

While the sanguinary struggle was proceeding in the 
bastions of Trinidad and Santa Maria, the castle was 
escaladed on the right, arid the bastion of San Vincente 
afterwards, by the fifth division on the opposite quarter 
of the town. After a fierce contest of an hour, the 
third division mounted by their ladders, and driving all 
before them at the bayonet's point, fairly carried the 
place by storm, and remained in possession of the cas- 
tle. Nothing could surpass the daring gallantry of the 
escalade ; and the heap of dead men and broken lad- 
ders strewn next morning before the lofty walls, show- 
ed how vigorously the enemy had resisted it. 

Leith's division were unfortunately delayed from their 
scaling ladders not arriving for an hour after the grand 
assault had been made upon the breaches. But they 
nobly redeemed lost time ; and while the Portuguese 
Cacadores distracted the garrison by a false attack, on 
Pardeleras, a brigade of the fifth overcame every oppo- 
sition, and, supported by the rest of the division, drove 
all before them from the ramparts, and established them- 
selves in the town. 

It is astonishing, even in the spring-tide of success, 
how the most trivial circumstances will damp the cou- 
rage of the bravest, and check the most desperate in 
their career. The storming-party of the fifth had es- 
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caladed a wall of thirty feet with wretched ladders- 
forced an uninjured palisade— descended a deep coun- 
terscarp—and crossed the lunette behind it — and this 
was effected under a converging fire from the bastions, 
and a well-sustained fusilade, while but a few of the as* 
sailants could force their way together, and form on the 
rampart when they got up. But the leading sections 
persevered until the brigade was completely lodged 
within the parapet ; and now united, and supported 
by the division who followed fast, what could withstand 
their advance ? 

They were sweeping forward with the bayonet— the 
French were broken and dispersed— when, at this mo- 
ment of brilliant success, a port-fire, which a retreating 
gunner had flung upon the rampart, was discovered. 
A vague alarm seized the leading files — they fancied 
some mischief was intended — and imagined the success, ' 
which their own desperate gallantry had achieved, was 
but a ruse of the enemy to lure them to destruction. 
"It is a mine — and they are springing it!" shouted 
a soldier. Instantly the leaders of the storming-party 
turned. It was impossible for their officers to unde- 
ceive them. The French perceived the panic — rallied 
and pursued — and friends and foes came rushing back 
tumultuously upon a supporting regiment, (the 38th) 
that was fortunately formed in reserve upon the ram- 
parts. This momentary success of the besieged was 
dearly purchased — a volley was thrown closely in — a 
bayonet rush succeeded — and the French were scatter- 
ed before the fresh assailants, never to form again. The 
fifth division poured in. Every thing gave way that 
opposed it. The cheering was heard above the fire— 
the bugles sounded an advance — the enemy became 
distracted and disheartened — and again the light and 
fourth divisions, or, alas ! their skeletons, assisted by 
Hay's brigade, advanced to the breaches. Scarcely 
any opposition was made. They entered — and Bada- 
joz was our own ! Philippon, finding all lost, retire*! 
across the river to Fort San Christoval, and early next 
day surrendered. 

During this doubtful conflict, Wellington, with his 
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staff, occupied a commanding position in front of the 
tete-de-pont that defends the great stone bridge across 
the Guadiana. Those who happened to be around 
him describe the scene, as witnessed from the heights 
above San Christoval, as grand and awfully imposing. 
The deep silence after the divisions moved to their re- 
spective positions — the chime of the town clock — the 
darkness of the night — the sudden blaze of rockets and 
blue-lights from the garrison, followed by an interval of 
deeper obscurity — the springing of the mine, succeeded 
by the roar of artillery, and bursting of shells — while 
musketry and grenades kept up an endless spattering 
— all this, added to the uncertainty of the assault, must 
have tried even the iron nerve of the conqueror of Na- 
poleon's best commanders. 

Presently an officer rode up at speed, to say that the 
attempt to force the breaches had failed, and the result 
had been most disastrous. Pale, but unmoved, the 
English general issued calmly his orders for a fresh bri- 
gade to support the light division ; and the aide-de-camp 
galloped off to have it executed. An interval of bar- 
rowing suspense followed. Another of the staff came 
up in haste. " My lord, General Picton is in the cas- 
tle." " Ha ! are you certain 1" • " Yes, my lord. I 
entered it with the 88th." " Tis well—let him keep 
it. Withdraw the divisions from the breach." An 
hour after, another horseman announced the fifth divi- 
sion to have completely succeeded in escalading San 
Vincent. " Bravely done ! Badajoz is ours !" — was the 
cool half-muttered observation of the British command- 
ant. 

Well — I have been tedious*— but these boys seem in- 
terested in the details of occurrences which marked 
that fearful night, and I shall now relate the strange ad- 
venture that consigned an orphan to my charge. 

When our division entered the town all opposition 
was at an end ; for the French, fearing that a dreadful 
retaliation would ensue, precipitately abandoned the 
city, and secured themselves in Fort Christoval until 
they effected a capitulation, and were permitted to re- 
tire to Elvas. In the morning I obtained a few hours 
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repose, notwithstanding the deafening yells of the ex- 
cited soldiery, and their incessant discharge of mus- 
ketry, as they went firing through the streets, or blew 
open the doors of the wine-houses, and indeed of all 
other dwellings, which were vainly closed against them. 
I had seen the breaches in all their horrors — I had again 
crossed them in daylight — and I turned my steps to- 
wards the castle and bastion of San Vincent, to view 
the places where my more fortunate comrades had forced 
their way. 

It was nearly dusk, and the few hours while I slept 
had made a frightful change in the condition and tem- 
per of the Soldiery. In the morning they were obedient 
to their officers, and preserved the semblance of subor- 
dination ; now they were in a state of furious intoxica- 
tion — discipline was forgotten — and the splendid troops 
of yesterday had become a fierce and sanguinary rabble, 
dead to every touch of human feeling, and filled with 
every demoniac passion that can brutalize the man. 
The town was in horrible confusion, and on every side 
frightful tokens of military license met the eye. One 
street, as I approached the castle, was almost choked 
up with broken furniture ; for the houses had been gut- 
ted from the cellar to the garret, the partitions torn 
down, and even the bed ripped and scattered to the 
winds, in the hope that gold might be found concealed. 
A convent at the end of the strada of Saint John was 
in flames ; and I saw more than one wretched nun in 
the arms of a drunken soldier. 

Farther on the confusion seemed greater. Brandy 
and wine casks were rolled out before the stores; some 
were full, some half drunk, but more staved in mere 
wantonness, and the liquors running through the ken- 
nel. Many a harrowing scream saluted the ear of the 
passer by — many a female supplication was heard ask- 
ing in vain for mercy. How could it be otherwise, 
when it is remembered that twenty thousand furious and 
licentious madmen were loosed upon an immense po- 
pulation, among which many of the loveliest women 
upon earth might be found 1 All within that devoted city 
was at the disposal of an infuriated army, over whom, 

6* 
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for the time, control was lost, aided by an infamous 
collection of camp followers, who were, if possible, more 
sanguinary and pitiless even than those who survived 
the storm ! 

It is useless to dwell upon a scene from which the 
heart revolts. I verily believe that few females in this 
beautiful town were saved that night from insult. The 
noblest and the beggar — the nun, and the wife and 
daughter of the artizan — youth and age — all were in- 
volved in general ruin. None were respected, and 
few consequently escaped. The madness of those des- 
perate brigands was variously exhibited; some fired 
through doors and windows; others at the church 
bells ; many, at the wretched inhabitants as they fled 
into the streets to escape the bayonets of the savages 
who were* demolishing their property within doors ; 
while some wretches, as if blood had not flowed in 
sufficient torrents already, shot from the windows their 
own companions as they staggered on below. What 
chances had the miserable inhabitants of escaping death, 
when more than one officer perished by the bullets and 
bayonets of the very men, whom a few hours before 
he had led to the assault ? 

As evening advanced, the streets became more dan- 
gerous, and after I had examined the spot from which 
the escalade of the castle had been effected, I determined 
to leave the fortress by the first sallyport, and return 
for the night to our half-deserted camp ; for every one 
who could frame an excuse, had flocked into the luck- 
less town for plunder, and the tents were in many 
places left without an occupant. Having been for a 
week quartered in the city after the last year's siege, 
■1. fancied that I could find my way to the flying bridge ; 
but the attempt was not an easy one. A swarm of 
drunken rioters infested the road ; at last I resolved to 
leave the more frequented streets, and endeavour to 
free myself from this infernal scene of tumult and vil- 
lany, by a safer but more devious path. 

I turned down an unfrequented lane. I remembered 
that a lamp before an image of the Virgin had formerly 
burned, at the corner, but of course it had been unat- 
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tended to during the horrors of the past night. Not 
fifty paces from the entrance, a dead man lay upon his 
face. I looked at the body carelessly — life was scarcely 
extinct, for the blood was oozing from an immense 
wound in. the back; and as the jacket was still smok- 
ing, the musket of the assassin had probably been 
touching the wretched man, when the murderer dis- 
charged it. It was the corpse of a dragoon; he, of 
course, had stolen into the town for plunder, and the 
unhappy delinquent paid a deep penalty for his crime. 
He held a loaded pistol in his hand. I wrenched it from 
his grasp with difficulty ; for even in death he clutched 
it. I was now better armed, and I hurried down the 
lane in the direction of the sallyport. 

This unpretending quarter appeared to have partially 
escaped the ravages to which the better portion of the 
town had been exposed. Only a few of the outer doors 
were broken in, and momently as I proceeded, the 
yells and firing became more distant. Just at the bot- 
tom of the lane there was a large inn. Within .all was 
quiet as the grave — business and bustle were over. 
No doubt the spoilers had been there, and, save in an 
upper window, not a light was to be seen. On coming 
up, the cause of its desolation was manifest. The 
outer door had been blown open, and a dozen casks, 
some spilt or staved, others lying untouched before the 
gate, showed too plainly that its remote situation had 
not screened it from the plunderers. 

Two lanes branched off to the right and to the left. 
To choose between them puzzled me, and I halted to 
determine which I should trust myself to. I was still 
undetermined, when an uproar, in which several voices 
united, arose in the upper story of the deserted inn, and 
apparently in that room where I had observed the light 
burning. The report of a musket was followed by a 
shriek so loud, so horrible, so long sustained, that even 
yet it peals upon my ear. I forgot all personal consi- 
deration — and, as if directed by a fatality, rushed into 
the gate, and ascended the staircase. Cries and curses 
directed me onwards. The door of the chamber from 
which they issued was unclosed. I sprang forward, 
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and the scene within was infinitely worse than even 
the outrages I had witnessed could have harbingered. 

Near the door, a Spaniard, whose dress and appear- 
ance were those of a wealthy farmer, or a small pro- 
prietor of land, was extended on the floor quite dead ; 
and a ruffian in the uniform of one of the regiments of 
the third division, was standing over the body, busily 
engaged, as well as drunkenness would admit, in reload- 
ing his musket. Beyond the victim and his murderer 
a more horrible sight met the eye. The woman, whose 
piercing scream had attracted me to the scene of slaugh- 
ter, was writhing in the last agonies of death, while a 
Portuguese Cacadore cooly wiped the bayonet that had 
been reddened in her blood. What occurred on my 
entrance was the transaction of a few moments. Both 
ruffians turned their rage on me, and I endeavoured to 
anticipate them by commencing hostilities. With the 
pistol I had taken from the dragoon I shot the Irishman 
—I blush to say it— but he was my countryman — 
through the heart, and then attacked the Cacadore. In 
size and strength we were pretty fairly matched. He 
was armed with a fixed bayonet — I with a sabre, 
ground to the keenness of a knife ; but his own crime 
gave me the advantage and sealed his fate. He was 
a cool and dangerous cut-throat, and collecting all his 
energies for a rush, he thought to transfix me against 
the door. We had light enough for a brief combat, 
as the drapery and curtains of the rooms were in a 
blaze. He gathered himself for the trial — I was ready 
—he made a fulljlunge with all his force, but his foot 
slipped in the blood of her whom he had just massa- 
cred, and a slight parry averting his push, the bayonet 
burst through the panel up to the socket, and the villain 
was at my mercy. As he vainly strove to disengage 
his weapon, I stepped back and struck him across the 
head. He fell forward. Thrice I repeated the cut — 
for the scoundrel was full of life — and I was not con- 
tented until his scull was fractured by reiterated blows, 
and the brain scattered against the wainscot. I see 
you shudder, Mortimer; you have yet to learn how 
quickly war will brutalize us. At your years I could 
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not have treated a rabid dog so savagely; but that 
scene withered every feeling of human pity, and I for 
the time was as truculent as the villains I had des- 
patched. 

The curtains blazed more fiercely, while I stood like 
a presiding demon above four bleeding corpses— the 
murderers and their victims. The blood of the dead 
Ca^adore had spirted over me, and from hilt to point 
my sabre was crimsoned. On the floor a quantity of 
gold and silver coins were scattered, while the glare of 
the burning tapestry gave a wild and infernal light that 
fitted well that scene of slaughter. I could stay no 
longer — the woodwork was already in flames — and a 
few minutes would wrap the devoted house in a sheet 
of fire. I stopped and picked a cartridge from the 
cartouch-box of the dead Irishman, to reload my pistol. 
Something beneath a chair 3parkled. Was it the eyes 
of a dog ? I removed the antique and cumbrous piece 
of furniture — and there a child, some three years old, 
had cowered for shelter ! To leave it to peri3h in the 
flames was impossible. I caught it up — it never cried 
— for terror I suppose had taken away the power of 
utterance, and rushing from the room, found myself 
again in the street. 

I had escaped one peril only to tush upon another. 
Seven or eight men were drinking from a spirit cask, 
which lay before the door of the burning hostelry. 
They were loaded with plunder of divers kinds — and * 
with the little reason left, were endeavouring to secure 
it by leaving the sacked city and hastening to the camp. 
That camp they were not likely to find, for every wine- 
butt in their route was duly tasted as they passed 
along. 

My appearance was instantly observed. **It's one of 
the foreigners," said he who seemed to be the leader, 
as he remarked my dark uniform — " Shoot him, Jim !" 

Fortunately the command was given in Irish, and I 
replied promptly in the same language. In a few mo- 
ments we understood each other perfectly. They want- 
ed to secure their booty, and I volunteered to be their 
leader, and effect a retreat. 
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To prohibit drinking for the future, under a threat of 
abandoning them instantly, was my first order ; and it 
was, though reluctantly, acceded to. I next examined 
their arms, and ordered the muskets that had been dis- 
charged to be reloaded. The booty was next secured ; 
and forming them into something like military order, I 
gave the word to march, and proceeded towards the 
sallyport, the leader of a banditti, whom no considera- 
tion, but an avaricious anxiety to save the produce of 
the night's villany, could have induced to quit a scene of 
violence and blood, so congenial to their brutal fancies. 
I brought them and the hapless orphan safely from the 
town ; although their own pugnacity, and the appear- 
ance of the rich booty they had obtained, involved us in 
several skirmishes with parties who were flocking into 
the city, on the same vile errand as that in which my 
" charge of foot 1 ' had been so successfully engaged. 

" And did you discover who the murdered parents of 
the poor infant were ?" 

"Alas! — no. The orphan's parentage remains to 
this hour wrapped in obscurity. When, after two days 
and nights of violence and pillage, Lord Wellington 
with difficulty repressed those dreadful excesses, by 
marching in a Portuguese brigade, attended by the pro- 
vost-marshal with the gallows and triangles, I hastened 
as soon as I could venture it safely, to the place where 
I had witnessed the slaughter of the unfortunate 3tran- 
* gers. The inn was burned to the ground ; but I made 
out the proprietors who had obtained a temporary shel- 
ter in one of the detached offices that had escaped the 
flames. They could give me no information, nor did 
they even know the names of their murdered inmates. 
They, poor victims ! had arrived in Badajoz from a dis- 
tant part of Andalusia only the day before we Invested 
the town, and remained there during the siege. Having 
a large sum of money in their possession, they fancied 
themselves safer in the city than in attempting to re- 
move homewards, as the roads in the vicinity were in- 
fested by guerillas and professed banditti. They stop- 
ped accordingly, till Badajoz fell ; and, in common with 
many hundreds of unfortunates, their lives and property 
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paid a sad penalty for the obstinacy of Philippon's de- 
fence." 

" And what became of the poor orphan, O'Connor ! M 
asked O'Shaughnessy. 

" I sent him to England, placed him at a school, and 
when he is old enough he shall be a soldier. Should I 
fall he is not forgotten. But come — to bed — to bed.— 
Sound be your slumbers, boys I — before the night of 
to-morrow many a stirring spirit will be quiet enough — 
and on the sward of a battle field, * sleep the sleep that 
knows not breaking.' " 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE DEAD LIEUTENANT. 

Vain was ev'ry ardent vow, 
Never yet did Heaven allow, 
Love so warm, so wild, to last. 



Moore. 



There is no sadder office imposed upon a soldier 
than to arrange the simple property of some departed 
comrade for the rude auction to which, when death oc- 
curs on service, the assets of the fallen are submitted. 
Every thing recalls the deceased; and every article, 
however trifling* renews past recollections. In that 
jacket, haply, the tale was told which set the table in a 
roar ; and these epaulets may have sparkled in the ball- 
room, or glittered on the field of battle. 

In a convent adjoining the bridge of Vera, a young 
officer had expired shortly after the night encounter 
between the British light troops and the French column, 
which forced that passage in their retreat. Though 
vastly superior in force, arid with darkness and a storm 
favouring the attack, the posts were gallantly contested; 
and when the rifles were obliged to yield to numbers, 
they occupied the convent walls, and kept up a fire so 
incessant and well directed, that the narrow bridge was 
heaped with corpses, and the loss of the retiring enemy 
was computed at nearly a thousand men. The British 
casualties were comparatively trifling — and Frederick 
Selby was the only officer that fell. 

Nature had never designed Selby for the trade of 
arms. His constitution was weak, and his appearance 
effeminate. He was shy and timid among strangers — 
wanted decision to seize on fortune if she smiled— and 
if she chose to frown, he had no reactive spirit to bear 
the rub, and trust boldly to the chances of to-morrow. 
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Prom his reserved character he had no intimates — and 
avoided all friendly intercourse with his brother officers. 
On service he performed his duty as a thing of course, 
but never displayed the ardour of a martial spirit ; and 
in the winter season when a campaign ceased, he seem- 
ed to dream his life away; how he employed himself 
in cantonments none knew, and indeed none inquired. 

He was the second son of a gentleman of considera- 
ble fortune, and had, as it was generally* understood, 
been intended for the church. He graduated according- 
ly at one of the universities ; when circumstances oc- 
curred which changed the colour of his profession, and 
sent to the field one far better suited for the cloister. 

Death, however, disclosed the secret, that while living 
he had kept so closely ; and in his writing-case, the 
memorials of an unfortunate attachment were found. 
He had loved a female of humble parentage, and it 
would appear, that a sentimental engagement had been 
formed, discovered, and dissolved. To remove him far 
from the object of his passion, his father had purchased 
a commission, and sent him upon service. The wide 
sea rolled between him and the forbidden fair one ; but 
the heart remained unchanged — and he died cherish- 
ing a passion which time and absence" could not subdue. 

That most of the private hours of the deceased were 
spent in literary composition, many fragments in prose 
and poetry, mixed among letters from members of his 
family, proved. The effusions generally alluded to the 
unhappy attachment that had sent him from his native 
land ; and some of them wei e addressed to his mistress. 
These were, of course, carefully destroyed. One, how- 
ever, was of a different description — it seemed some 
legendary tale connecrcd with the ancient house of Selby. 
On taming over a few pages O'Brien ascertained that 
there was nothing in the manuscript to render its de- 
struction necessary ; and, as the parades were over and 
military duties ended for the day, he amused his com- 
panions in the bivouac, by reading them the legend of 
"Barbara Maxwell." 

VOL. II. 7 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



BARBARA MAXWELL. 



He clasped her sleeping to his heart, 
And listened to each broken word ; 

He hears — why doth Prince Azo start, 
As if the archangel's voice lie heard ? 

That sleeping whisper of a name, 

Bespeaks her guilt, and Azo's shame ! 

Parasina. 

Imootn. False to his bed ! what is it to be false ? 
Pibanio. Alas, good lady ! 
Imoqkn. I false ? 

Cymbeline. 

The night was dark and stormy — the snow fell fast — 
and the wind howled through the leafless branches of 
the old oaks which encircled Selby Place. Doors shook 
and casements rattled, as the frequent gusts struck them 
heavily. All without was gloomy and inclement, while 
the scene of joyous revelry within, formed a striking 
contrast. Christmas had passed, and right hospitably 
had that ancient festival been observed. Twelfth-night 
was come, and all that was noble and fair for many a 
mile around, were assembled in the baron's hall ; while 
in buttery and kitchen, yeomen and domestics were 
carousing merrily. * . 

The feasting was ended, and the hall cleared for the 
dance. The music struck up a sprightly measure; and, 
in the silver stream that a hundred tapers shed over the 
polished floor, stately dames and bright-eyed damsels 
were led from their seats by the noblest of the youth of 
Britain. 

It was the mirthful season of the year, venerated 
alike by saint and sinner, when a world's deliverance 
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had been achieved, and why should not all be happy 1 
Beauty was beaming from sparkling eyes, wine had 
cheered the heart, and glee and roundelay lightened the 
bosom of every lurking care. Yet in that joyous com- 
pany one spirit was depressed ; and he who should 
have been the happiest of all sighed in secret, although, 
with a forced smile of welcome, he did the honours of 
his father's hall to the distinguished guests whom the 
old baron had collected. 

But three months had passed since George Selby had 
been united to a young and beauteous bride. Who had 
not heard of Barbara Maxwell? When the wine-cup 
was drained to beauty, Barbara's was the name that 
hallowed it. If the minstrel lacked a theme for his bal- 
lad, whose would he choose but Lord Nithsdale's daugh- 
ter ? The hunter left the chase to gaze upon her, if 
her white jennet passed him on the moor ; and even 
the fair themselves owned that Barbara was fairer. — 
All said she was born to be loved ; while, unconscious 
of the charms which envy admitted to be peerless, her 
unassuming gentleness would win a heart that could 
look on loveliness like hers, and be unmoved. 

Long and ardently George Selby had wooed and long 
had success been doubtful. A lover's path is rarely 
smooth, and his had been beset with difficulties. But 
what will not the ardour of youthful passion overcome? — 
George Selby's truth and constancy succeeded; and 
Barbara knelt with him at the altar, and became his for 
ever. 

We have already hinted that obstacles had delayed 
Selby's marriage ; and though he had won his love, the 
union, strange as it may appear, had not been one that 
either of the families 1 approved. Among the flower of 
the northern youth, Selby was the first. He was bare- 
ly touching on ripe manhood, and his face and figure 
were just what please woman. Gifted with natural 
talents, his education had been sedulously attended to— 
and in the manly exercises of the times he was account* 
ed perfect. His turn had been a military one — and he 
had already served two campaigns in the Low Countries, 
and gained brilliant reputation as a rising soldier. But 
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Barbara's charms won him from war to love, and at 
her feet he laid his youthful laurels. Heir to the ancient 
title and estates of a family coeval with the Conquest, 
Selby might have sought the proudest damsel at the 
court of his royal master; and old and powerful as the 
house of Maxwell might account themselves, the lineage 
of the bold bridegroom, in pride and antiquity was equal 
even to that of the lords of Nithsdale. 

And what could cloud a union of two persons thus 
formed for each other 1 Alas ! that which has caused 
many a heart to bleed, and flung thorns in the path of 
love — that which has caused the deepest attachment to 
pine away and perish ! Selby and his beautiful bride 
were professors of different creeds, and both bigoted in 
their respective beliefs on matters of religion. George 
dissented warmly from the errors of the Italian church 
•— while Barbara had been taught from infancy to con- 
sider that of her forefathers the true and apostolic faith, 
and that to the shorn priest of Rome, the power alone 
rested to remit her sins, and point the path that would 
lead her to salvation. 

That love — and tenderly they loved each other- 
should stifle any unhappy misgivings in two young 
breasts, might have been expected, and under common 
circumstances such would have been undoubtedly the 
case. But a fierce and acrimonious temper pervaded 
the religionists of these uncharitable days — a dreadful 
discovery had just been made — and accident brought to 
light the foulest conspiracy that the demon spirit of 
bigotry had ever fabricated. 

Within a few days after Selby had wedded Barbara 
Maxwell, the infernal plot to blow up the king and par- 
liament was accidently detected, md the chief of those 
concerned arrested, tried, and Drought most justly to 
the scaffold. A dreadful sensation was created by the 
atrocity of the plan; and men, hitherto tolerant, became 
ruthless persecutors. The fears of the timid could not 
be readily allayed, and the fiercer-minded turned them 
to account. Determined to uproot popery from the land, 
all of that faith were branded as disloyal ; and many, 
utterly ignorant of the intended murder of the king and 
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council of the nation, were falsely implicated in a con- 
spiracy, from which, in their very souls, they revolted, 
while every Romanist was obnoxious to suspicion.— 
Barbara's elder brother, to whom she was most devot- 
edly attached, happetlfed at the time to be travelling 
abroad. The tenacity with which the Maxwells clung 
<fto their fathers' faith and resisted the attempts of the 
reformers, caused them, amongst others, to be suspected. 
The master of Nithsdale was denounced as a principal 
in the infernal plot ; and a journey, solely undertaken 
for pleasure, was tortured into a political embassy to the 
court of Spain, to require for the conspirators counte- 
nance and assistance from abroad. 

That Selby's young bride should not feel unpleasant 
consequences from this burst of national indignation, 
which the atrocious designs of the popish party sp just- 
ly drew forth, would be impossible. All who surrounded 
her were uncompromising followers of the reformers, and 
were, from old prejudice and late disclosures, deeply in- 
censed against every disciple of the church of Rome, 
Barbara had been taught to consider Protestant hostility 
to her faith as implacable ; and conscious of the enor- 
mity of the recent plot, with the sensibility of a soft 
and fearful nature, she fancied that she perceived an 
abated ardour in George Selby's love, and read distrust 
in looks, that were never turned upon her but in kind- 
ness. Even the homage her charms elicited from her 
husband's kinsmen was mistaken — and gentle attentions 
were, as she imagined, used only to hide concealed dis- 
like. 

Lord Nithsdale had been residing for some time in 
the ancient dwelling of the Maxwells-— the castle of 
Caerlaverock — and the inclemency of the season for 
many weeks prevented Barbara from having any com- 
munication with her father's insulated home. Nothing 
beyond the general rumour had reached her respecting 
the plot. She heard that many of those implicated had 
been brought to justice, and paid the penalty of their 
treason. In deference to his lady's faith, George Selby, 
with the tact of gentle breeding, seldom alluded to 
a subject which he knew must pain her feelings, and 
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Barbara was perfectly unconscious that suspicion had 
fallen on any of her own proud name. She grieved 
that men professing her religion, could have imagined a 
design so desperately wicked, and by their crimes 
brought obloquy and shame on thf unoffending members 
of their own faith. 

When it was asserted that Ralph Maxwell was con- 
nected with the conspiracy, George Selby behaved as 
a brave man should, and stoutly maintained the inno- 
cence of his absent relative. His devotion to his bride 
was tender and respectful, and such as her birth and 
beauty demanded ; and though he observed with pain a 
striking alteration in her manner, never for a moment 
did he permit his own regard to appear abated. 

On the twe]fth-night, according to the ancient usage 
of the Selbys, all that was distinguished in the north of 
Cumberland had assembled in the castle hall. Noble as 
was the feasting and light the revplry, one circumstance 
clouded the general joy. She who should have be,en 
the meteor beauty for all to gafcc on, had with evident 
exertion contrived to sit through the banquet ; her deep 
dejection could not be concealed ; and while all beside 
were waiting for the dance, Barbara had left the hall. 

Where was the bride 1 In vain the eyes of many 
sought her through the spacious chamber. The ball 
was stayed — the lady inquired for — and her maid pre- 
sently returned with an apology from her mistress, ex- 
cusing, under the plea of indisposition, her temporary ab- 
sence from the company. The baron knitted his dark 
brows in anger, and took his son aside. What passed 
was brief, and in a whisper. A red flush coloured young 
Selby's cheek, and bowing to his father he left the hall. 
The lord of the mansion waved' his hand, the music 
played a merry air — and the dance commenced. 

If the mission on which George Selby went had been 
to induce his fair lady to rejoin the company, it failed; 
for he returned alone. His look was agitated, and his 
manner unusually excited. He stopped but for a short 
time in the hall, beckoned a favourite kinsman to follow, 
and turning down a dark corridor, entered a recess at 
the extremity, whose remoteness from the scene of mer- 
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riment, permitted an unreserved conversation to pass 
between his cousin and himself. 

" George," said the latter, •• what has disturbed you 
thus? believe me, others beside me have noticed it. 
Rouse thee, man. Our customary festival, and the 
noble company who have met to share our twelfth-night 
revelry, demand a merrier mood than thine." 

** Alas !" replied the youth, with a deep sigh, •* Alas ! 
Harry, I am very wretched ; and I cannot with so sad a 
heart put on a smiling countenance." 

" And what thus chafes you, George, and at such an 
ill-timed season ?" inquired his kinsman. *• If it be not 
a secret — " 

"Secrets I have none from thee, Harry. Friends 
from infancy like us — " 

" Why, yes, George," returned Wyndham ; " few bro- 
thers love each other better. My mother lived only to 
give me birth, my father was slain six months after, 
and I was thus left an orphan. I was nursed in the 
same chamber that thou wert — in boyhood the same 
teacher schooled us ; we played at the same games ; and 
when we grew up, and went together to the wars, one 
tent covered us, and on the same field we rode our first 
charge, side by side together. Can Harry Wyndham 
do aught to relieve his friend's distress 1" 

" Alas ! — No. My sorrows are beyond thy friendly 
ministry." 

" And yet, George, surely thou shouldst be happy if 
ever man was. Hast thou not won an honourable re- 
putation 1 Hast thou not before thee a rich inheritance 1 " 
Art thou not of noble lineage 1 But fer beyond all these, 
art thou not mated to the loveliest and gentlest maid, 
that the Border, famed as it is for beauty, ever boast- 
ed?" 

" And there lies my sorrow, Hal" 

" Indeed ! — 'tis strange." 

" Strange, Harry, it may be ; but, alas ! it is too true," 
— returned young Selby with a bitter sigh: 

"I am lost in wonder!" exclaimed his friend and 
cousin. 
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" Look down the corridor, and be certain there be no 
listener near." 

Wyndham obeyed and replied, 

** We are safe from intrusion— none can approach but 
I shall see them* Whoever comes hither must cross yon 
stream of light, and it will reveal him to us. Speak, 
George. — Speak freely to your kinsman." 

"Harry," returned Sdby, "I know your love for me, 
and can I mark mine better, than by opening to you 
those secret sorrows that shall be hidden from all else, 
even my father 7 ? Alas ! that I should have lived to make 
the sad confession. Barbara loves not l or if she does, 
her love is for another !" 

Wyndham started as if a dagger pferced him. 

" Hold, George — ibr God's sake — hold ! Art mad, or 
doting 1 By Heavens f had any tongue but thine breathed 
such a thought— so damning to the reputation of my 
gentle kinswoman — I would have stabbed him !" 

" If, Hal, thou canst feel thus, marvel not that my 
cheek is blanched, and my heart agonised beyond what 
thou or any other can imagine." 

•* But," exclaimed Wyndham passionately — «* why 
these dreadful doubts? What, George, can have pro- 
duced this sad cmd horrible suspicion ? She — Barbara 
Maxwell ! She— whose angel looks are only emblems 
of her purity. By my sours hope, the thing is utterly 
incredible ! George, my friend, my brother, banish these 
idle phantasies. The blessed sun is not more stainless, 
than the sweet and guileless beauty who sleeps upon 
thy bosom J" 

" Oh J that I could but think so ! Listen to me, Hany 
—Listen, for I will tell thee all. Thou knowest that in 
creeds we differ; and ere Barbara consented to wed me, 
fearful she might be influenced in the exercise of her 
religion, she stipulated that she should be permitted to 
worship Heaven as she pleased. I plighted a knight's 
word that in this her will should be undisputed ,- and I 
have kept that promise faithfully. Lest in a household 
like ours, where all are ardent Protestants, any thing 
should interrupt her m the performance of her religious 
duty, I fitted for her use the oratory our grandame used, 
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before the blessed reformation turned our house from 
idle ceremonies to the true faith. There Barbara's de- 
votions were sacred from intrusion — none but herself 
had access to that suite of chambers — she alone keeps 
the key — and when she would meditate or pray, no 
eye save that which looks on all, watches her secret ori- 
sons." * 

" 'Twas right, George," exclaimed Selby's kinsman. 
" Need I tell now much I hate that idolatrous commu- 
nion ; but till it please Heaven to point out the path, and 
clear the film away which papal delusions have cast 
over Barbara's reason, as a true knight and lover, thou 
must protect her in the free exercise of what she thinks 
religious worship." 

" I have done so, Harry, and so will I continue doing. 
But to proceed. For a time, if ever man knew happi- 
ness, I found it in Barbara's arms. She trusted to the 
creed in which she had been so artfully schooled ; but 
though her views were false, there was in all she thought 
and did such fervid purity, that, if innocent adoration be 
pleasing to the Deity, hers must have been acceptable. 
Once, and once only, I stole unguardedly upon her 
privacy. She was kneeling before the altar of the Vir- 
gin Mother. I approached in silence ; and, unconscious 
that any one was listening, I overheard her supplica- 
tions. The orison that passed her rosy lips was for my 
present and eternal happiness ; and so innocently but ar- 
dently was the petition offered up, that I knelt beside 
her and united my prayer to hers. Was it wrong? 
What though the Virgin smiled upon us, it was not the 
senseless canvass on which the Florentine had poured 
the magic touches of his pencil that I worshipped. No 
— it was to Him alone who had power, that I bent my 
knee. We rose. She flung her arms around me, and 
as she kissed me, murmured, * George, though our 
creeds may differ, surely, lord of my love ! our hearts 
are one !' " 

♦* And can a doubt touching the love of such a woman 
cross thy mind, George ?" 

" Alas ! my friend, what an alteration have a few weeks 
made. From the time that infernal conspiracy was dis- 
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covered, I have remarked her become thoughtful and 
depressed. Fancying that she feared I should imbibe a 
prejudice against popery, that might even extend itself 
to her, I endeavoured by renewed attentions to prove 
that my love was unchangeable. She seemed to feel 
my kindness, wept upon my bosom, and thanked me for 
my confidence. Suddenly a change came over her. 
She became timid, absent, and desponding. If I entered 
her chamber unexpectedly, she started as if I were an 
object to be feared. Her devotional exercises were re- 
doubled, and yesterday she was for several hours se- 
cluded in her oratory. To a casual observation which 
her long absence inadvertently elicited, she blushed and 
trembled like a guilty thing. But last night — damna- 
tion J" — and he struck his forehead wildly with his hand. 
" Even to you, loved and trusted as a brother, I can 
hardly mention it. Last night, uneasy thoughts had 
kept me waking, while Barbara was slumbering at my 
side. The chamber lamp beamed out with uncommon 
brilliancy, and I could not but regard with a husband's 
pride the angel form that rested on my arm. She was 
dreaming. I saw her face flushed with pleasure — she 
pressed me to her bosom — laid her lips to mine-— kiss- 
ed me with ardour, — and murmured, — * Welcome, my 
beloved — thrioe welcome. How could you remain so 
long away. Come to my heart, my love,' — and, O God ! 
the name she named was not — mine!" 

He shuddered in an agony of passion — both remained 
silent for some moments, until Selby recovered and 
continued — 

" You marked her bearing at the banquet — her sad- 
ness was apparent to every guest ; and when by my 
father's command I sought her chamber, to entreat she 
would return to the company, her maid — the daughter 
of her nurse — in whom she reposes boundless confi- 
dence, told me in evident confusion, that her mistress 
had retired to the oratory, and begged she might not 
be disturbed. What, Harry, can all this mean ? Is it 
a fitting season for telling beads, when the noblest in 
the land have come to my father's hall for mirth and 
revelry! Yes, I might pardon readily this ill-timed 
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devotion ; but, oh, God ! how can I excuse that guilty 
kiss — how extenuate that damning exclamation !" 

In vain for a while did Wyndham strive to calm the 
excited feelings of his unhappy kinsman. By degrees 
Selby's violence softened down, and he was composing 
himself to rejoin his father's guests, when Wyndham 
touched his arm, and pointed to a female figure which 
crossed the light, and hastened towards the place they 
had conversed in. 

" It is Barbara's attendant," he whispered. " What 
can bring her here 1" 

Gillian approached ; and as she drew near the recess, 
the kinsmen heard her mutter, 

" Where can he be ? They said he passed this cor- 
ridor. Hist ! Master of Selby !" — and she raised her 
voice. 

"Who calls?" said George Selby, advancing. "What 
would you with me, Gillian 1" 

" You here, master ! and in the dark too ! No wonder 
I have sought you vainly." 

" Your business, Gillian 1" 

" Is to say that my lady is desirous to return. She* 
feels her spirits lighter, and only waits you, Master or 
Selby, to conduct her to the hall." 

" George," said Wyndham, in a low voice, " go in- 
stantly. Notwithstanding all your doubts, I'll pawn 
my life upon her love. Never could evil heart inhabit 
a form like Barbara Maxwell's. Go, my kinsman ; I'll 
before you, and announce that your lady's indisposition 
is so far abated, as to enable her to meet your father's 
guests again. Believe me, the tidings will be welcome." 

« Ay — Gillian, say to your mistress that I shall be 
with her presently ; and thou, Hal, excuse my absence 
as thou best canst." 

He said, and hastened to his wife's apartment, while 
his kinsman rejoined the merry company, and intimated 
that the " Border flower," as Barbara was called, might 
be presently expected. 

But where went Barbara Maxwell 1 When she left 
the hall she hastened to her own chamber, and sum- 
moned her attendant Gillian presented her mistress 
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with a light, placed a basket in her hand, and then took 
post in the. passage, while her lady proceeded to the 
oratory. 'Twas a strange time for prayer ! but it was 
not to pray that Barbara stole from the festive throng. 
Softly she unlocked the chamber of devotion ; and when 
the door opened, what did the taper glance on 1 Was 
it the sculptured effigy of some holy martyr, or the 
softer features of the penitent Madonna % No — Stretch- 
ed on a sofa, a young cavalier was slumbering ; and 
instead of rosary and missal, a rapier and pistols were 
laid upon the lady's table ! 

On tiptoe the bride of George Selby approached the 
sleeping knight. 

" Hist, Ralph, wake— 'tis I— 'tis Barbara !" * 

The stranger sprang up, clasped the fair visiter to his 
heart, and kissed her again and again. 

" Why hast thou left the hall ?" he said. " I half re- 
pent me that I chose this place for shelter. Thou wilt 
be missed, my sister, and thy absence will pain thy 
gallant husband, and possibly occasion surprise, if not 
beget displeasure. 

- " And didst thou think, dear Ralph, that I would 
leave thee here in darkness, and without food, while I 
was gaily feasting 1 Oh, no — I fancied the tables would 
never be drawn ; and my impatience, I am sure, was 
far too marked to pass unnoticed. Come, Ralph, let's 
see what Gillian has provided," and she lighted a lamp 
that hung from the ceiling, while the Master of Niths- 
dale quickly unclosed the basket. 

" Ah ! blessings on thee, Gillian. Look, garbara, 
what fare the gipsy has lighted on. A pasty that would 
tempt a monk ; and two flasks, Rhenish and Burgundy, 
if I judge rightly from the colour. If this be hardship, 
as you called it, may my visitations never be more se- 
vere. Why, in the next room, there is a pallet fit for a 
cardinal's repose. Well, I'll to supper, and do thou re* 
turn. Do, dearest sister, thy absence will seem re- 
markable." 

" I cannot leave thee, Ralph ; for there is a mystery 
in this concealment that has made me truly wretched" 

" Tush— I'll tell it thee to-morrow." 
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" Now, Ralph — be it now — if thou lovest me." 

" Well, if it must be so, our supper and story shall 
proceed together. Draw that cork, Barbara ; 'tis not 
the first time thou wert my Hebe, girl — girl — Ah ! girl 
no longer. Pardon me, honoured dame — I cry thy 
mercy. My next visit mayhap will dub me uncle." 

" Hush, thou malapert. Come, do not trifle with me. 
If you knew how miserable I am and have been, you 
would without delay remove my doubtings." 

" Well, well, Barbara ; it must be done. Sit down. 
Wilt thou not pledge me? Right Rhenish as ever 
crossed the sea. Thou must drink, Barbara ; else, as 
you know, I may be drugged, unless I insist upon that 
security." 

** How teasing, thou trifling boy. I'll poison thee to- 
morrow, if I be kept in suspense a moment longer." 

" Well, girl, the tale is simple — but I would rather 
thou wouldst stay for it till morning." 

" Not one moment, Ralph. Tis no light event that 
obliges the Master of Nithsdale to hide him in his sis- 
ter's chamber, when his peers are feasting beneath the 
same roof-tree." 

" Come, thou knowest where to pinch me, Barbara — 
and how to stir the hot blood of the Maxwells. 'Tis 
idle to conceal aught from thee now. Fill me another 
goblet, and I will satisfy thy questioning." He sipped 
the wine she gave him, and then continued : 

" Residing in England, thou hast heard no doubt 
much concerning that villanous conspiracy 1" 

" Oh, yes — and deeply has it grieved me. Those, 
Ralph, who are opposed to our religion, will brand us 
all with the obloquy that horrible design has raised 
against a whole community." 

•« True, girl, and there lies the cause of my temporary 
concealment. I was, as you well know, travelling for 
improvement. I heard abroad a strange story of the 
detected plot. It was, as I then believed, a wild and 
exaggerated rumour. I posted homewards, and landed 
on the coast some sixty miles from this. Judge my as- 
tonishment, when there I saw a printed proclamation, 
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and, among many names, a reward offered for my ap- 
prehension as one of the chief conspirators !" 

Barbara Maxwell sprang from her chair. 

44 For thee, Ralph ! Thy name enrolled among a gang 
of murderers ! Didst thou tear down the lying paper, 
and cudgel to death the villain who had dared affix it 1" 

44 1 did neither, Barbara. The paper remains un- 
torn ; and it would have been poor vengeance for the 
Master of Nithsdale, to beat the beadle's brains out — if 
he had such." 

44 Go on, Ralph. What didst thou, in God's name 1" 

44 What a Maxwell should. I despatched servants 
for my tried friends, Hay and Seton. They will be 
here the third day from this. We will ride post to 
London. I'll reach the presence of James — ay, though 
I stab the doorkeeper — fling down my glove before his 
royal feet, and call on the villain that defamed me to 
obey the challenge and fight me to the death." 

44 Thou, Ralph — thou, cognisant of that murderous 
scheme 1" 

44 Ay — Barbara. They had it that I was a foreign 
£gent. By Heaven ! I nearly lose all temper, to think 
that such a felon charge should have been whispered 
against one of the house of Nithsdale. What, though 
we have held our fathers' faith, when has our loyalty 
been impeachable 1 Look to the motto of our arms. 
When once, our fealty slighted and our services forgot- 
ten, in his extremity a king sent to our ill-used ancestor 
for support — when the royal cause was almost hopeless, 
and others had refused to arm, or sent an evasive reply 
—what was the answer of our grandsire ? * I am 
ready. 9 But come, Barbara, you must away. Remem- 
ber, my love, that a stronger tie than sisterly regard 
now binds thee !" 

44 Ralph — why remain here) Come among thy equals 
boldly, and proclaim your innocence. I will bring my 
husband here. My life on it, George Selby will main- 
tain his brother's honour against any who dare insinu- 
ate aught against it." 

44 He has already done it nobly. In a company some 
days since, my name was coupled with the traitors. 
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Boldly did thy lord assert me to be innocent, and flung 
his glove upon the floor for any to take up, who would 
venture to question my loyalty. Barbara, thou hast 
chosen well ; and Selby shall be to me a brother — ay — 
in love as well as law. But thou must go — nay, not 
another minute. Banish that fearful look. Away then 
in thy brightest smiles — and tell thy husband that in the 
court of England's king there is no beauty can match 
* the Border flower.' " 

" Oh — thou wouldst coax me by gross flattery. An- 
swer one question more, and I will leave thee till to- 
morrow. Why wait the coming of thy friends, and 
hide thee for another hour ? Are not the houses of Niths- 
dale and Selby united ? hast thou not kinsmen and sup- 
porters if thou need'st them, almost within thy call?" 

"No, Barbara — the heir of Caerlaverock has been 
foully wronged, and he alone shall assert his injured 
honour and wipe the stain away. Did I need assist- 
ance, was not my father's hall nearer than this of Sel- 
by 1 Did I need allies, is there a Maxwell in the Bor- 
der that would hold back to right me ; ay, even were 
it only to be effected by the sword 1 Had I sought Ca- 
erlaverock, my enemies would whisper, that the power 
of the father had screened the offending of the son. Did 
I permit thy husband to know that I was returned, and 
his kindred espouse my quarrel, would it not be said 
that the loyalty of the house of Selby had saved the mas- 
ter of Nithsdale from the consequences of his treason 1 
No — let two days pass. My trusty friends will answer 
my call. I will burst upon my enemies unawares ; and 
ere they dream that I have ventured on the sea, I will 
knock at the palace- gate, proclaim the traitor has re- 
turned, and were the slanderer proud Buckingham him- 
self, if hand and rapier fail not, wash off the stain upon 
my honour with the blood of him who coupled treason 
with the name of Ralph of Nithsdale,** 

" And must I leave thee in this solitude, and thy spi- 
rit chafed thus 1" 

« Oh — go, my sister. Farewell till morning" — and 
with a playful effort he led the fair one to the door, bade 
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her a kind adieu, and next moment was the lonely oc- 
cupant of the oratory, and left to his meditations for the 
night. 

When Barbara returned to her chamber, the visit of 
her lord was announced. Aware how strange her ab- 
sence must have appeared, she despatched Gillian to 
seek him. George Selby obeyed the summons prompt- 
ly, and hastened to his lady's dressing-room. A heavier 
heart never obeyed the call of beauty — for that kiss — 
that sleeping exclamation — haunted his memory. 

••I shall never know happiness again,"— he muttered, 
as he approached the door. " Oh, Barbara, thou hast 
racked my bosom sorely : and yet were it bared to thy 
view, there wouldst thou find naught but thine own 
loved image." — He knocked. 

" Come in, love," — responded a voice that once thrill- 
ed upon his heart like music. There stood Barbara ; 
recent excitement had added to her charms — the flush- 
ed cheek — the sparkling eye — Oh ! she had never look- 
ed so beautiful ! 

" George," she said, " I fear my absence has dis- 
pleased thee; yet, trust me, love, I did not mean 
intentional offence. I have been ill and nervous. Some 
of these days I will confess the cause, and when known, 
I feel it will be pardoned. Am I forgiven, love ! You 
once said, when lovers quarrelled, a kiss should seal 
their reconciliation," — and she held her rosy lips to his. 
" What makes you so sad, George 1 Have I not owned 
my fault ; and is it not my first offending ?" 

44 Oh, Barbara," he replied, in a voice so melancholy, 
that the sunken tone almost made the bride shudder. 
44 Would that woman's love were less maddening, but 
more enduring ?" 

44 What mean you?"— and she coloured to the fore- 
head. 44 Thy words imply a doubt on mine." 

A deep sigh was the only response ; while Barbara's 
eyes lightened. 

44 And is mine already questioned 1" she said, with 
more than customary warmth. 44 What, George, was 
then this suit so easily won — my plight of love so lightly 
given — that a doubt is cast upon its permanence 1" 
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Piqued at the insinuation her husband's words con- 
veyed, she disengaged her hand from his, and turning 
her head away, tears rolled down her cheeks. To see 
that loved one weep — to mark the flush of indignation, 
that even a suspicion of her constancy elicited— was 
more than Selby could endure. In a moment he was 
kneeling at her feet, and imploring forgiveness for his 
infidelity. The first of love's offendings needs merely 
to be owned. In a moment, all but their mutual attach- 
ment was forgotten — hand in hand they re-entered the 
merry hall — Selby, with the buoyant air of one con- 
scious of possessing the brilliant beauty that leaned 
upon his arm — and, "from having lost their light 
awhile," the eyes of Barbara, " the blue of heaven's own 
tint," beaming more brilliantly than ever ! 

George Selby glanced over the sparkling throng ; he 
wished that his kinsman who had so recently heard the 
confession of his uneasiness, should see now that suspi- 
cion was thrown to the winds, and that he was once more 
happy. But Wyndham was nowhere in the room ; and 
on inquiry, his cousin learned that since their interview 
in the corridor, he -had not returned to the dance. As- 
tonished at his friend's continued absence, Selby des- 
patched a servant to seek him in his own chamber. The 
room was untenanted — the castle was searched in vain 
— but Harry Wyndham was nowhere to be found. 

An hour passed — a domestic whispered something to 
the bridegroom. Promptly the latter left the hall— the 
dance proceeded — and the kinsmen remained absent. 

When he parted from his unhappy cousin, Wyndham 
was returning to the company he had quitted, when he 
suddenly encountered Herbert, the falconer, in the pas- 
sage. To an inquiry of what brought the old man to 
such an unusual place, and at such a time, he replied 
it was to find out his young lord. 

" You cannot see him, Herbert. He is particularly 
occupied. Are there not fitter times to speak about thy 
wood craft, old boy, than when thy master is engaged 
as he is this evening 1" 

*« Wood craft !" exclaimed the falconer. " Dost thou 
think me mad, Master Wyndham, or fancy that hawk 
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or hound would bring me to his presence now 1 Next 
to him I would speak to yourself, were we "but safe from 
eavesdroppers." 

" Is it of moment, and am I interested in what you 
have to say, Herbert 1" 

"Hear and judge, Master Hal," returned the falconer. 

" Come to my room, Herbert. I know thee too well 
to doubt that any but some pressing errand would at 
this hour bring thee hither." 

Wyndham procured a lamp, and Herbert followed 
him. They entered the youth's apartment, and closed 
the door carefully. 

"Now for thy tidings, Herbert, and cut the story 
short, or my absence may be noticed by my uncle, and 
chafe his temper." 

" I have seen a ghost," said the falconer. 

" Pish — what folly, old man. My kinsman would not 
have thanked thee much to have called him from his 
guests, and given him such intelligence." 

" You may smile, Master Wyndham, but I saw it 
plain as I see you ; and afterwards observed its shadow 
on the wall." 

"Ghosts leave no shadows, master falconer. Hast 
thou not been too familiar with the ale-butt 1 Come, 
Herbert, keep thy spectre for to-morrow, and to bed. 
I'll to the hall," — and he raised the lamp, and moved 
towards the door. 

" Stay — for God's sake ! listen but a moment. I am 
not drunk or doting. The tale will surprise you." 

"Well, be brief, Herbert. Know ye not what dis- 
courtesy it is to leave my uncle's festival 1" 

" My tale shall be a short one, Master Hal. I was 
returning from the hazel copse, where I had harboured 
an outlying stag for our chase to-morrow; and my 
nearest path, you know, lay through the ancient plea* 
sure-grounds. I entered the shrubbery, and when I 
turned the angle of the building, saw a light beaming 
from the window of the old oratory, which the Lady 
Margaret occupied some fifty years ago, and which, as 
I have heard, the Master's bride uses for her acts of 
devotion. It was marvellous, I thought, that when all 
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were feasting in the castle, any one should remain at 
prayer ; and fearing some taper had been forgotten, I 
waited to ascertain what had caused light in a part of 
the building to which so few have access. Presently 
the window that looks to the angle of the tower was un- 
closed. A man stood there for a minute, looked out 
upon the night, muttered something I could not hear, 
closed the casement, and retired." 

" Pshaw, Herbert, it was only the Lady Barbara, or 
Gillian her maid. When was it, old man, that this oc- 
curred 1" 

" Not five minutes since. Had proof been wanting 
that my sight had not deceived me, a shadow of a man, 
as it were in the act of fencing, fell on the tower wall. 
I looked some minutes longer ; the shadow disappeared, 
but the light, when I left the tower, continued burning 
steadily." 

44 Good Herbert, is this no coinage of the brain— no 
trickery of vision V 9 

" None, by the God of heaven ! It struck me to be 
so strange, that I could not rest until I apprised the 
Master of the circumstance." 

" Better, Herbert, have told it as you have to me. A 
man — a light ; it must be looked to. Go — I will join 
thee at the southern tower. Keep thy counsel, Her- 
bert." 

"Fear me not, Master Wyndham. I am no tale- 
maker." 

" Well," said the youth, ** if this tale be true, I cannot 
fathom woman. No, no — it's impossible. The fame 
of Barbara Maxwell was never tainted by a breath of 
suspicion. 'Tis a mistake; but duty to my kinsman 
demands that I should clear the mystery away." 

He said— threw a cloak round him — belted on his 
sword, and in a few minutes joined the falconer at the 
appointed place. 

"The light burns steadily," said the old retainer; 
" and not a minute since, a form too tall for woman's 
crossed the casement." 

" Herbert, we will soon put thy story to the test," 
returned Wyndham. " The casement is not high ; move 
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softly on, and I will mount upon your shoulder. I can- 
not intrude upon the lady's privacy, for she is in the 
hall ere now. Come, and step cautiously." 

In silence the youth and his companion placed them- 
. selves beneath the oratory. Some minutes passed, and 
nothing but the moaning of the storm disturbed the 
stillness of their watch. Faint strains of distant music 
were now and again borne on the wintry blast, and their 
cheerless vigil formed a sad contrast to the merriment 
that reigned within the building. 

" Herbert, thy eyes have for once deceived thee," said 
Wyndham to his old companion. "The lady has left 
her taper burning; that was the light, and herself, most 
likely, the form that crossed thy vision. The snow- 
drift blinded thee on thy return from the thicket. Keep 
close counsel. Trust me, old friend, none save the lady 
and her maid enter that lonely chamber, from which the 
light is glancing." 

" No," returned the falconer — •* no, Master Hal, I am 
not astray. There is not among the youngest retainers 
in Selby Hall an eye that tracks a slot, or drives a cross- 
bolt truer. Saints of heaven! is not that the shadow of 
a man]" 

Clear and distinct a figure was traced on the lighted 
space, which the lamp within the casement of the lady's 
oratory had thrown upon the tower opposite ! 

" Hush, and assist me to climb the fretwork of the 
window," said the youth, in a low whisper to his atten- 
dant ; and unbelting his sword and flinging off his cloak, 
Harry Wyndham mounted easily with Herbert's assis- 
tance, and placed himself before the framing of the lat- 
tice. 

The sight he witnessed appeared rather the delusion 
of a dream, than any thing of reality. Holy Saints ! In 
the private chamber of the high-born dame — the place 
sacred even from the visit of a husband — a young and 
handsome cavalier was calmly seated, and the disposi- 
tion of every thing about, told that the chamber had 
been his residence for some time. His cloak was flung 
upon the couch—his sword and pistols were laid upon 
the table, and his plumed hat suspended from the wall, 
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while, with a feeling of perfect security, he read by the 
lamp, whose light had caught the falconer's eye and 
roused his suspicion. Nor had the* stranger's com- 
forts been neglected. The requisites for making a com- 
fortable meal were still remaining on the table ; and 
wine-flasks and a goblet showed, that in all besides he 
was most carefully attended to. 

As the light fell directly on his face, Wyndham could 
mark it accurately. A nobler countenance was never 
painted by an artist. The profile of the unknown was 
strictly Grecian, while coal-black hair, a thin moustache, 
a high and noble forehead, eyes sparling with intelli- 
gence and shaded by arched brows, completed a face as 
manly as it was handsome. Suddenly the stranger 
pushed away the book, and rising from his chair, strode 
once or twice across the chamber. His figure was tall, 
slight, and elegant; and his dress — in those days no 
trifling indication of the wearer's rank — was rich enough 
for any earl in Britain. After a turn or two he resumed 
his seat, replenished the goblet that stood before him, 
and then quietly resumed the book he had for a time 
laid aside. 

Wyndham had seen enough. Softly he descended - 
from the window, and with the falconer retired a short 
distance. 

"Hast thou seen aught strange, Master Hall" inquir- 
ed the retainer. 

"I have seen, Herbert, that which, hadst thou sworn 
it, I would not have given credence to." 

" Was it a living thing that haunts that deserted 
chamber]" inquired the old man suspiciously. 

"It was a sorry sight to witness, and one that must 
be concealed even from thee, Herbert. Thou art faith- 
ful. Watch, as thou lovest thy young lord, that case- 
ment until I return to thee. I will not be long absent." 

" Trust me, Master Wyndham, I will be vigilant. A 
cat shall not move, but I will mark it." 

" Hush — the figure again ! I must not lose a mo- 
ment." 

He said ; and resuming cloak and sword hurried to 
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the castle, leaving the. falconer to observe the chamber 
that contained the unknown and unwelcome visiter. 

When George Selby was called from the hall, the 
servant directed him to the library ; and great was his 
astonishment when he found the room well lighted, and 
several of his more immediate relatives assembled at 
the summons of his kinsman. A gloomy and death-like 
silence ensued upon his entrance ; and his surprise was 
still more increased, when his father, in deep emotion, 
came into the apartment leaning on Harry Wyndham's 
arm. A creeping thrill of horror — an undefined feeling 
that some dreadful event was at hand — a terror that 
something calamitous would presently ensue, shook 
George's nerves, and seemed to chill his life-blood, while 
with a convulsive effort to know the worst, he broke 
the fearful silence which all observed. 

"Noble sir, friends and kinsmen, in God's name, 
what means this strange and ill-omened meeting? Speak 
—-in mercy, speak!" 

"George," replied the baron, "thou hast ever been a 
good and duteous son. Wilt thou, for filial love, and in 
honour of these gray hairs, listen to thy father's counsel, 
and promise to abide by his advice?" 

"My noble father, what is it that impends over me? 
What misfortune has befallen? If you would not break 
my heart, speak out — tell me the worst. Am I not a 
man ? Have I not nerve to bear adversity ?" 

" Yes, my son. Courage was never wanting to a 
Selby — but coolness often." 

" I will be calm, father. Speak, if you would not kill 
me." 

" George," said the baron, in a broken voice, " the will 
of Heaven must be obeyed, and its decree submitted to. 
Life is but a chequered scene — grief follows on the heels 
of joy — and sorrow clouds prosperity. Thou hast been 
fortunate, my son ; and thou art about to feel what all 
must feel." 
" Go go — go on" — exclaimed the youth impatiently. 
" Man thyself." The old baron paused — the words 
appeared to choke him — "Barbara is false?" 
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" False !" cried young Selby. " What lying tongue 
dared couple falsehood and Barbara 1" 

" Calm thee, my boy. There is, alas ! proof— damn- 
ing proof — within these very walls !" 

•• Oh God ! and are my worst suspicions true 1 arid 
could that image of an angel be the wretched thing you 
call her ?" 

" Were the person with whom she had offended 
placed within your power — " 

" Ha ! Dost thou, my noble father, ask a Selby what 
vengeance he would exact from the man who had dis- 
honoured him 1 Blood ! father, blood ! — an ocean, if it 
flowed within his veins, would be all too little to wash 
my shame away !" 

A murmur of approbation filled the room. 

" I cannot, will not blame thee, George ; but he that 
has thus injured thee, must, if noble, have fair play. 
Vengeance, but not murder, becomes the hand of a 
Selby." 

" But where is the villian ? Is he in the house 1 Is 
he among the company V 

" Patience, my son — patience. Think ye that I would 
rob thee of thy just revenge I No, George. Old as this 
arm is, were there none other to avenge the injury, 
mine should at least attempt it." 

"Barbara — once idolised Barbara — a short month* 
since had a saint taxed thee with harbouring an unholy 
thought, I would have said he slandered thee !" exclaim- 
ed George Selby ; and, overcome with grief, the un- 
happy youth leaned for support upon Wyndham's shoul- 
der, and sobbed as if his heart was bursting. 

To see a brave man weep is fearful. The bosom 
must be heavily overloaded, when tears are forced from 
eyes which have, all unmoved, looked on the reddest 
battle-field. His father vainly attempted to soothe him, 
and his kinsmen evinced the tenderest sympathy. 

" George, we have a duty, and a painful one, to per- 
form — justice first, my son, and vengeance afterwards. 
Thou knowest the temper of the times, and that thy 
erring wife is of a faith opposed to our profession. If 
we act unadvisedly, the Romish party will not scruple 
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to assert, that we have wrongfully accused her of false- 
, hood to thy bed, only to work her ruin — and the penalty 
of crime will be imputed to our hatred of her religion. 
Hast thou courage to witness the disclosure of her 
shame, and remain here, while to her own face we es- 
tablish her dishonesty?' ' 

" Yes, my father ; but the exposure of her guilt must 
not be before any save our own kinsmen. Barbara, 
though thou hast withered my young heart, and hum- 
bled my pride to the very earth, T will not have thy fall 
exhibited to those who are even now gazing on thy 
beauties, and fancying thee too pure and glorious for 
this sinful world." 

" Thou art right, my poor boy. Here her offending 
shall be proved — and here the painful scene shall end." 

" And here," murmured the unfortunate youth, " shall 
I take the last look of that face, which earthly beauty 
never equalled." 

"Go, Hal,"— said the baron — "assume a look of in- 
difference if thou canst, and without causing observa- 
tion, lead the Lady Barbara hither. Is Herbert out- 
side ?" 

" He is, my lord," replied one of the Selbys. 

" Let him remain till we require him here." 

A period of five minutes elapsed, while the old baron 
endeavoured to confirm the fortitude of his son, and ena- 
ble him to support the painful discovery of Barbara's 
un worthiness. The door was softly unclosed — George 
Selby turned his head away, and leaned against the 
mantelpiece — his kinsmen looked upon the floor — while 
radiant in beauty, and little dreaming of the scene that 
awaited her, the Border flower gracefully approached 
the place where the baron was standing. Struck with 
the appearance of the party, she hesitated, and stopped 
in the middle of the room. 

" I crave your pardon, my lord. I have mistaken 
Master Wyndham — and been, without design, an intrur 
der on these gentlemen.' ' • 

•• Would that it were so, la4y. You have been sent 
for here, and I have been called on to disclose as sad a 
tale as ever passed a father's lips." 
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" My lord !* — and the blood mounted to her cheeks. 

" Yes — 'tis a trying visitation. I speak not of my 
own withered hopes, when I see the wrecked happiness 
of my only child, just as he had started on his earthly 
career, with as brilliant prospects as ever opened upon 
any." 

u My lord — what means all this 1 My husband's si- 
lence — the unusual presence of these gentlemen ?" 

" It means, lady — that thou hast sullied thy own fair 
feme, and rendered him who confided in thee, wretched, 
miserable, and dishonoured." 

Pale and red by turns, Barbara Maxwell was silent 
for a moment ; but suddenly, and as if a new impulse 
strengthened her, she advanced a step or two, and bold- 
ly addressed the baron. 

" Never, Lord of Selby, did I fancy that the day would 
come when such a charge as thou hast made, dare be 
uttered in the hearing of a husband. Go on — and let 
me know the crime by which Barbara Maxwell has 
stained her reputation ?" 

Those near George Selby observed a shuddering of 
the whole frame, while his beautiful wife was speaking. 

4 « Would, lady, that this were the indignation with 
which the innocent repudiate a charge of guilt. Why 
dwell upon the odious accusation? You have outraged 
the confidence of him to whom your loyalty was plight- 
ed. Start not, dame. Boldness cannot screen thy 
error. That place where my sainted mother prayed, 
now harbours the paramour of my worthless daughter." 

George Selby, who had continued leaning against the 
mantel like a being beaten by misfortune almost to a 
state of apathy, bounded from the place he had reclined 
upon, and bursting past his kinsmen, exclaimed in a 
voice of thunder, 

" Ha ! In the oratory. Heaven, I thank thee !" — and 
catching up a sword, he threw aside those who vainly 
attempted to restrain him. His hand was already on 
the door, when Barbara rushed forward and seized him 
by the arm. 

44 Off!" — he cried. " Off— lest I harm thee ! Bad as 
thou art, I would not willingly injure a hair of thine." 

TOL. II. 9 
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But fearless and undismayed, Barbara held his arm. 

" Sirs — gentlemen — hear me, and only for a moment. 
I am strange to you all. I am a woman ; and, at least 
by men, that plea should be admitted. Once — had any 
told me an appeal to another would be required, I would 
have said he spoke a falsehood. What wouldst thou? 
I own at once that there is a knight where none has 
been before. I have but one boon to ask — let him be 
brought hither — and let the guilty be confronted V* 

" Lady, I can refuse you nothing," — replied George 
Selby, in a tone almost inaudible. 

** Wilt thou, Master Wyndham, do me a small kind- 
ness, and summon my attendant hither 1" 

The youth bowed, left the chamber, and presently 
returned with Gillian. All seemed amazed, and mar- 
velled what the result of this strange scene would be. 

Calm as if she was merely despatching her tirewoman 
on some ordinary message, the Border flower pulled 
forth a key, and drew a jewel from her finger. 

44 Tell the knight thou knowest, Gillian, that Barbara 
Maxwell requires and demands his presence. Give him 
this ring — he will not disobey my summons. Good 
gentlemen, I pray your patience. Sheath thy weapon, 
Master of Selby. Surely against the peril of a single 
rapier there need not all this preparation,. and with thy 
kinsmen around thee too." 

George Selby, as if under the influence of a spell, 
obeyed and sheathed his sword. The baron seemed 
bewildered, and the dead silence was for some minutes 
unbroken. A quick step was heard along the corridor 
— the door flew open — a tall and noble youth entered 
the chamber, and advancing to the bride, demanded 
haughtily to know " who had dared to offer her offence?" 

" Ralph !"— cried the lady of young Selby — but ere 
she could say more, her husband started as if an adder 
stung him, and half unsheathing his sword, exclaimed, 

44 The very name she murmured in her sleep !" 

Wyndham seized his arm, and the baron whispered, 

44 Peace, my son — peace, an' thou lovest me." 

The young stranger threw a bold glance round the 
room, and taking the lady's hand, continued, 

" Barbara — for what purpose am I required? I could 
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only gather from your tirewoman, that some one had 
shown you a discourtesy— what means this mystery— 
and why are these gentlemen collected 1 Doubtless thy 
gallant husband is not here, or a slight offered to his fair 
dame, would not require a brother's arm to redress it 3" 

"Brother!" exclaimed several voices, while George 
Selby dropped his rapier on the floor — Barbara clung to 
the stranger's arm — and the baron in amazement ad- 
vanced to the unknown, and inquired his name and 
title. 

" A name," replied the youth haughtily, " I need not 
be ashamed to own ; although some villains availed them 
of my absence, and branded it with treason. I am Ralph 
Maxwell of Caerlaverock !" 

" The Master of Nithsdale !" exclaimed several voices, 
" What an unfortunate mistake !" 

" Unfortunate, indeed !" murmured young Selby, with 
a bitter sigh. " It has cost me wife and happiness, and 
I have lost an angel by my accursed idiotcy. To doubt 
her purity — to fancy Barbara could err ! Fool— dolt— ► 
madman,"— and he smote his forehead passionately. 

" Now, by mine honour, all this is to me unaccount- 
able ;" and turning to his sister, the Master of Nithsdale 
continued—" Wilt thou explain this mystery, Barbara ; 
and is yonder gentleman your lord?" 

" He was, Ralph ; and, had I believed him, one who 
would have cut the throat of any knave who would 
have whispered aught against my loyalty. But circum- 
stances have changed — my fame is sullied — and even 
my fidelity to his bed is more than questionable. On 
these grave charges, am I arraigned before this noble 
lord and these good gentlemen. I sent for thee to wit- 
ness the proofs of the delinquency, which has severed 
the holy bond that bound me at the altar to George 
Selby, and sends me back with thee, my brother, to my 
father's hall, a fallen star — detected, disgraced, and re- 
pudiated." 

A momentary silence was broken by the unhappy 
husband. 

" Lady — 'tis but an idle attempt for me to try and 
deprecate your honest indignation. I have lost you. 
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You will, no doubt, return with your noble brother, and 
I leave England for ever. When I am gone — when the 
last token conies to thee, Barbara, from my dying hand 
— then forgive my madness; and give a tear to the 
memory of him who committed one offence, and expiated 
his insanity by a short and suffering existence. Wilt 
thou not bid me farewell — one brief— one last farewell ? M 
The deep, the agonising melancholy of George Selby's 
look and voice — the emotion of the old baron, as tears 
ran down his furrowed cheeks — while their stout kins- 
men bent their sorrowful faces on the floor, was a scene 
that none could view unmoved. All waited in intense 
suspense the lady's answer; and when she advanced 
close to the spot where her hapless lord was standing, 
the listeners held their breath while the doom of the 
Master of Selby was uttered. . 

" You have asked me to say farewell, George ; and 
the time was, when your slightest wish would have 
been to me a holy obligation. I had chosen you from 
a score of suitors; and strong in the faith of your love, 
though we sought Heaven by different creeds, I laughed 
at the whisperings of those who would have insinuated 
a doubt of our being happy. That I loved you as a 
wife should love, my heart best knows. I would have 
followed thee through weal and wo— had malice tar- 
nished your escutcheon, I would have descended with 
you to obscurity, and a murmur would not have escaped 
my lips— had poverty befallen us, the cottage would 
have been to me as welcome as the hall— had sickness 
stricken you, who would have found me absent from 
your couch ? Weil — let this pass. You ask me to say 
farewell." — A deep and painful pause succeeded, and 
every heart beat faster. "Lord Nithsdale's daughter 
has no forgiveness for a slight upon her constancy— 
but George Selby's wife thus punishes the doubtings of 
her husband—" 

Ere the last words were uttered, Barbara was weep* 
ing in her lover's arms. A burst of admiration came 
from every lip ; while the old baron, as he wiped away 
a tear, caught her from his son's embrace to clasp her 
in his own. 
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"Now, by St George!" he exclaimed, "I thought 
myself the proudest father in Britain ; but I knew not 
till this night thy worth, my sweet Barbara ! Go, my 
loved children ; our absence will else create surprise. 
Go — join the company, and I will present thy gallant 
brother to our kinsmen, Barbara. What — ho — wine 
here, knaves. Pick thee, my daughter, the fairest out, 
and the Master of Nithsdale shall claim his partner pre- 
sently." 

When Selby and his happy wife had left the baron 
and his unexpected guest together, the old lord filled a 
stoup of wine, and pledged the heir of Caerlaverock. 

44 Drink to me, Master Ralph, though by the mass I 
am half jealous of thee. Thou, than whom a welcomer 
never crossed the door of Selby Hall, to hide thee like 
an anchorite, while so many of thy noblest peers were 
met within these walls ?" 

44 Why, faith, Lord Selby, I would have deemed the 
visit of an accused traitor a poor compliment to him 
who had married with my sister, until I had cleared the 
slander from my name." 

44 And in doing it," replied the old baron, •• where 
couldst thou find any who would stand to thee more 
truly than my kindred and myself] When the base 
lie was named, we cleared thy fame, and offered the 
Selby's sword to maintain the loyalty of the Master of 
Nithsdale." 

" That, my good lord, I know ; and that has bound 
me to my gallant brother. But, noble Selby, I will as- 
sert mine innocence where it was maligned ; and from 
James himself demand to be confronted with my ac- 
cuser." 

44 Tush, noble Master,*' said one of the Selbys. * 4 Thou 
mayest spare thy journey, and spare thy horses. Be- 
fore the Proclamation was two days old, the knave who 
gave the information had lost his ears for perjury. 
Thou and some others whom he denounced, made his 
story so incredible, that the tale was sifted and found 
false ; and to avoid the rack he mounted the pillory. 
So strong was men's indignation, and so harshly was 
the poor wretch used, that he survived his exposure 

9* 



102 THE BIVOUAC. 

barely time sufficient to make a fuller confession of his 

villany." 

** And was the information of such a slave deemed 
enough to warrant this insult to the house of Maxwell?" 

«• Alas ! my dear boy, thou canst not even fancy the 
consternation which that abominable plot occasioned. 
Men looked on their neighbours with suspicion ; scoun- 
drels profited by the excitement, to increase the general 
apprehension, and turn it to account. But come— one 
cup more. The dance waits for us ; and if there be 
beauty in Cumberland, Til mate thee with a partner. 
Kinsmen, drink to my guest— deeper yet— drink to my 
son. What else can the brother of the Border flower 
be to the father of George Selby ?" 

Never had a Twelfth-night ball commenced under 
more inauspicious circumstances, and never had the 
annual festival of Selby Place a more joyous termination. 
Long and merrily was the revelry sustained, and day 
broke ere the last of the guests had crossed the draw- 
bridge. 

* ***** 

" George," said the beautiful bride, as she sat upon 
her husband's knee, and twined his dark ringlets round 
her snow white fingers. "My heart tells me that I 
have been wanting in my duty to thee. When Gillian 
told me that my brother, after four years 9 absence, had 
arrived, I was so overjoyed to see him, that I acceded 
thoughtlessly to all he asked. Even his secret should 
not have been concealed from you. Some other wan- 
derer may come and scare thy falconer's wits out I 
need no better retirement to offer my devotions in, than 
that which mine own closet affords. Let then, my 
love, the distant oratory be locked as it was before I 
came to Selby Place." 

What the reply was is not recorded ; but ere a se- 
cond twelvemonth passed away, " the Border flower" 
knelt at the same altar with her husband ; and Barbara 
Maxwell was the first of that ancient name that con- 
formed to the tenets of the reformers, and renounced 
the doctrines of the church of Rome. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



LIFE IN THE MOUNTAINS. 



The time I've lost in wooing, 
Jn watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In woman's eyes, 
Has been my heart's undoing. 

Mooac. 

" Why then, upon my conscience !" ejaculated Major 
O'Shaughnessy, who had depressed his person to ac- 
commodate himself to the height of the door, and drop- 
ped in as the legend of the departed soldier had ended. 
•• You are well employed in reading romances, while 
wiser men are settling their traps for a march. Because 
you have got a decent habitation of your own, I sup- 
pose you imagine we shall spend our Christmas in the 
Pyrenees." 

M I suspect, Terence," replied O'Connor, " our tenure 
is nearly at an end, and our wooden dwelling-place will 
afford shelter, ere long, to some of the brigades in the 
rear." 

"You may swear it," returned O'Shaughnessy. 
"We have been too long looking the enemy in the 
face, and far too neighbourly, for things to continue 
so. At the bridge yonder, the sentries go on and off 
duty with a bow, and the officers exchange snuff and 
compliments." 

" Well, surely this is better, Terence, than the exter- 
minatory system that our allies and the French keep up. 
To kill or wound a harmless sentry wantonly is barba- 
rous, and savours more of Indian than European warfare. 
But what reason have you for supposing that we shall 
move so soon ?" 
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" I think," rejoined the soldier, " that I can show you 
a cogent one from the door," — and he pointed out 
two long files of men and women, struggling up the 
face of the Sierra, to a mountain cantonment that 
occupied the summit of the ridge. They were loaded 
with provisions carried in baskets on their heads, and 
appeared to climb the steep and rugged path with 
difficulty. 

" Think you, friend O'Connor, that the commander 
will permit the snow to catch him here, when the 
supplies must depend upon a string of peasants like 
these to transport them ! No, no — we shall soon ad- 
vance ; and it is whispered that fords across the river 
have been discovered by the Spanish fishermen, and 
that they have been sounding the bottom, while the 
French sentries believed they were only looking for 
flounders." 

" Well, the sooner we're off the better," replied O'Con- 
nor. "I am anxious to find myself in » Beautiful France;' 
and much as our present residence has been admired, it 
would be rather too airy an abode when the snows 
come down. You dine with us no doubt 1" 

" You never made a shrewder guess, Ned. The fla- 
vour exhaled from your camp-kettle as I passed it, re- 
moved every objection. Our larder at home is not ex- 
tensively provisioned ; there is nothing there that I can 
see but a goat hung up, which seems to have died of a 
consumption ; and from its lank looks, as it dangles from 
a peg, I have my doubts after all that it is only a French- 
man's knapsack." 

Dinner ended, and more than one bottle was emptied. 
A subaltern reminded O'Shaughnessy that the sequel of 
his amatory adventures remained untold. 

" I can't venture yet. It is too early in the evening 
to recall these melancholy recollections." 

" Well, I should have imagined," said O'Brien, " that 
the last pull at the canteen had sufficiently fortified you 
for story-telling. Surely, like myself, you are now love- 
proof, Terence 1" 

" Ay, ay, Pat. Thanks to St. Patrick, the day is over 



THE BIVOUAC. 105 

when woman could touch this once too tender heart. It 
is now 

Too cold or wise 
For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing 1 . 

But these boys laugh, and I may as well end my confes- 
sions, I suppose. I have suffered, it is true ; but I hope 
I have borne my disappointments like a Christian man 
and a stout soldier." 

After some entreaty, a long deep sigh, and a longer and 
deeper draught from a well-filled wine-skin, the gallant 
commander thus continued the narrative of his second 
disappointment in love. 
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CHAPTER X. 



CONFESSIONS OF A GENTLEMAN WHO WOULD HAVE MARRIED 

IF HE COULD. 



There's tricks i' the world. 

* » » * 

% 

O Heavens ! is't possible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 

Hamlet. 



Oar wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath no Jill. 

Love's Labour Lost. 



SECOND CONFES8ION. 

You may readily imagine that after my recent esca- 
pade, I was in no hurry to recommence a matrimonial 
campaign. Biddy Maginn — the devil's luck to her— had 
given me such a damper, that for six months I would 
hardly look at an only daughter over a pew, or stare in 
at the window of a country banker. I was so mortally 
afraid of women, that I am persuaded, had a priest pro- 
posed " the difference," I should have embraced him and 
his offer, and taken it with vows of celibacy. But it was 
otherwise allotted ; and though men generally escape 
with one visitation, I was fated to undergo a couple. 

I was garrisoned in Dublin. The laugh against me 
had nearly ceased. I was drilling regularly in the Park, 
a well-conditioned subaltern as need be, and as the song 
says, 

" Minding my business, and just as I ought to be." 
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when, alas ! a letter from an old crony of my mother's, 
brought me into fresh trouble. 

I need not tell you exactly what my lady Featherstone 
said ; but the gist of her letter was to request that I 
would, without delay, as I valued future fortune, repair 
to Bath, and trust my fate to her. 

Great men are seldom their own directors ; and for 
my part, I was in all weighty concerns aided, counselled, 
and assisted, by my foster brother and servant, Ulick 
Flyn. Of course my Lady Featherstone's epistle was 
read to him— for Ulick was a marksman* — and he de- 
cided at once that we should try our luck ; for, as he 
said, " Luck's every thing !" Accordingly, leave was 
obtained — the paymaster made an advance — and Ulick 
and I landed safe in Bath, determined to " take fortune 
at the hop." 

N My lady was delighted at my despatch, when next 
morning I presented myself at her breakfast-table. I 
shall never forget her. She was full five feet eight, and 
stiff as a drill sergeant Thin she was — for Ulick af- 
firmed upon his conscience, "there was not flesh enough 
upon her bones to bait a rat-trap." Her maid was 
sent away — the door was carefully secured, and with a 
grave and important clearing of the voice, she thus 
broke the ice and entered on particulars. 

" Terence," says she, " it's fifteen years since I laid 
an eye upon you — you were then but a gossoon ;t but 
as I told your poor dear mother, if the Lord spared you, 
you might grow up like your uncle Mick ; and Mick 
was the handsomest lad in Loughrea, when I married 
my lamented husband, Sir Daniel. I had a steady re- 
gard for your mother : she held good cards, played a 
safe game, and was an excellent woman — though she 
died fifteen guineas in my debt, and your father never 



* Marksmen. In Ireland, gentlemen are thus designated who 
neither read nor write, and whose sign-manual is thus formed : 

his 
Ulick X Flyn. 
mark, 
t A little boy. 
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had the decency to answer my letter when I sent in my 
claim. Had it been a tradesman's bill, of course no 
gentleman should or would have attended to it ; but— 
it was .the night before she died — ten guinea points, and 
five on the odd rubber. Well, your father should have ' 
paid it. He's gone to his account; and God send he 
hasn't suffered for his neglect of me in the other 
world !" 

" But, my dear madam, I have nothing to do with old 
play-debts of my mother; nor can I be answerable for 
my,father's omissions in answering letters." 

"God forbid you should, my dear boy ! No, no. I 
have sent for you," — and she made a pause, 
f " For what purpose, madam ?" 

" To make your fortune," was the reply. H Ay, youi 
fortune, Terence. All money in the funds, and six 
hundred a year secured upon the best estate in Northamp- 
tonshire." 

" Then with the fortune I presume there is a lady 
saddled!" 

"And what objection is there to one may I ask, when 
she can pay for her keeping handsomely, Terence, dear 1" 
quoth my lady Featherstone. 

" Oh, none in the world," I responded. 

" Well, then," she continued, "you have no objection 
to a wife with ten thousand pounds ready \ and six hun- 
dred a year ?" 

" The Lord forbid I should be so sinful," I replied, 
" as to repine at the will of Providence, if such an acci- 
dent in the way of matrimony befel me." 

" Now, Terence, remember I was your poor mother's 
bosom friend, and I am sure I may speak freely to her 
son." 

I nodded a full affirmative, and my Lady Featherstone 
looked knowing as a jailer. 

" Terence, is it honour bright between us 1" 

I assured her, as Ollapod says in the play, that " I was 
full of honour as a corps of cavalry." 

" It's all right," rejoined my lady, " and now for busi- 
ness. You must know, Terence, jewel, that I have had 
the worst of luck the last winter ; and every year villa- 
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nous tradesmen are becoming more intolerable. My 
rent is due — my last carriage is unpaid — my servants 
are clamorous for wages, and daily growing more inso- 
lent — and, to own the truth, I am afraid to look into my 
card account, for a mint of money would not clear it 
off. I must borrow two thousand pounds, or quit Bath 
in disgrace." 

" Bad enough, madam," said I. 

" Now, Terence, you must lend me the money." 

" // my lady. Where could / obtain it ? I know of 
no way possible but by stopping the Bristol mail." 

" No, no, Terence" — quoth the dowager. " We need 
not resort to such desperate expedients. We do not 
require taking to the road, when we have only to go to 
the altar." 

" Ah ! I understand your ladyship; but we talk as if 
success were certain. I may not like the lady, and the 
lady may not like me." 

•• Pshaw ! — leave the lady to my management, I will 
answer for her accepting you." 

" Ay, madam> but I cannot answer for myself. She 
may be old — ugly — disagreeable." 

" She is none of these," said Lady Featherstone. 

" How old is she?" 

" Thirty." 

" I am scarcely twenty-two," said I. 

"And what signifies eight years!" demanded the 
dowager. " Is there not a clean thousand as a set off 
against each of them, man 1" 

" Is she good-looking 1" 

" Very pleasing both in appearance and manner," re- 
plied my lady. 

"Her family? — you know we are particular about 
that in Ireland." 

" She is sister to a baronet, and of one of the oldest 
families in Northamptonshire. Come, I am sure I have 
satisfied every doubt, and you shall meet her here this 
evening." 

" Why, yes — but there is another question I must 
trouble you with." 

VOL. II. 10 
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" And what may that be, my dear Terence 7" replied 
the lady, with a most gracious style. 

" In a word, Lady Featherstone, a recent mistake has 
made me rather particular. She has never had a blast, 
I hope !" 

•* A blast! what does the man mean V* 

"Oh — beg your ladyship's pardon. I forgot you 
were not from Connaught, and the phrase may be 
strange to you. In short, my lady, no flaw in her repu- 
tation — no kick in her gallop." 

"Blast — flaw — kick in her gallop !" repeated the 
dowager. " No wonder I can scarcely comprehend you. 
If you mean to ask if my friend be a person of unble- 
mished character, I beg Jo assure you, sir, that I associ- 
ate with none other !" 

" A thousand pardons, madam ; but to be candid — 
not six months ago I was within a point of becoming 
Benedict — and the lady was so provident, that before 
the third moon waned she would have obliged me with 
an heir." 

" Indeed ! On that score you may be quite at ease. 
Miss Woodhouse is propriety itself; and now having 
given you all the information you demanded, will you 
oblige me with the loan of two thousand pounds, for 
which I will pass you a post-obit on my personal pro- 
perty 1" 

" Certainly, my dear lady ; and I shall be too happy 
to find myself in a condition to be serviceable to 
you." . 

"Thank you, Terence; and now I will call upon 
Miss Woodhouse, and ask her to tea. She has one 
little particularity — she never goes out without her maid; 
and you must make yourself agreeable to the fill&de- 
chambre, for she is an immense favourite with her mis- 
tress." 

" Well, madam, and which of the ladies am I to make 
love to first 1 Shall I open with mademoiselle, or com- 
mence with the spider-brusher 1" 

" An excellent plan to lose both," returned the dowa- 
ger. " No, Terence, urge your suit briskly with the 
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mistress, and open your purse-strings freely for the 
maid. That is the sure game." 

" Egad — a thought strikes me. Pray, as the soubrette 
appears to be rather an important personage, might I 
request you to favour me with a hasty report upon her 
age, looks, and inclinations ?" 

"'Pon my honour," exclaimed the dowager, " I hard- 
ly see the necessity ; but I may briefly acquaint you 
that she is neither a chicken nor a beauty ; she is curi- 
ous and cunning — fancies, notwithstanding there is a 
looking-glass in the lodgings, that men admire her still 
— and is ten times more solicitous to procure a husband 
for herself than for her mistress." 

" Then I'll settle the maid in^double quick !" 

"Good God! sir, what do you mean?" 

"Why nothing, my lady, but that Til run my valet, 
Ulick Flyn, at her." 

"Ah— I understand you. Is he a person on whom 
we may rely?" 

"He is my foster-brother, and true as steel." 

"Smart — good-looking?" pursued the dowager. 

"Not a handsomer light-bob in the company." 

"And he will make love to a woman if you desire 
him ?" 

"That he will, madam — or if I do not. May I order 
him to bring my cloak here early ?" 

"Certainly, and I will take care that Lucy sees 
him." 

We separated — my lady to invite the bride elect to 
tea, and I to acquaint my foster-brother with our plan 
of operations, in which it had been determined that he 
should take an important share. 

Ulick was overjoyed at the intelligence, and quite 
ready to enter the field, and carry Miss Florence, as the 
maid was designated, by sap or storm. 

At the proper hour the fosterer* and I moved to the 
scene of action. Fortunately, a few drops of rain ren- 
dered a cloak-bearer necessary ; and when we arrived 
at Lady Feather stone's, and I was ushered to the draw- 

* Hibetnice, for foster-brother. 
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ing-room, Ulick Flyn was most politely invited to the 
lower regions by the dowager's abigail. 

I found "the making*' of Mrs. O'Shaughnessy already 
come, and was presented by the hostess as a valued 
and a valuable gentleman. Lady Featherstone had 
described my inamorata fairly enough. She was not 
above the age she had assigned her, and was really 
good-looking, with a mild expression of countenance 
almost approaching to melancholy. Her manners were 
affable and polished; and after being half an hour in 
her company, I came to a conclusion, that there was no 
cause or impediment to prevent her becoming niece to 
my honoured relative, Mrs. O'Finn. 

Indeed matters seemejd to progress well, and things 
•• looked like housekeeping." I was very graciously 
received. The hostess was "mine trusty ally," and 
my aide-de-camp, Ulick, had safely established himself 
in the body of the place. The evening passed agreea- 
bly ; and when the hour to break up had come, Lady 
Featherstorie proposed that as the night was fine and 
Miss Woodhouse resided in the next street, we should 
dispense with a coach, and walk home. No objection 
was made by the lady — the servants were summoned 
—we bade good night to the dowager, and departed. 

There's nothing, my boys, like seeing a woman home, 
when you want to make love to her. There you have 
the contact of the arm, and at parting a tender squeeze 
of the hand. I had certainly the best of fair play during 
the march. No one pressed my rear ; for when I threw 
my eye slily back to see if the abigail was within ear- 
shot, Ulick had her close to his side as the gizzard *of 
a turkey, and they were in deep conversation at the 
distance of half a street. As I walked off, I overheard her 
say in a soft tone of entreaty, " Now, Mr. Flyn, you'll 
be sure to come 1" to which, in a tender and insinuating 
voice, was responded, " Arrah ! Miss Lucy, will a duck 
swim 1" and a salutation, loud as the report of a 
pocket-pistol, was succeeded by an " O fy — how rude 
you are !" and the hall-door was slammed to. 

When safely housed in our inn, I inquired of my 
fosterer how he had succeeded. The reply was quite 



THfi BIVOtJAC. 113 

satisfactory. He was to drink tea with Miss Lucy 
next evening ; and to use his own words, he would put 
his camether* on her. Every syllable touching fortune 
was correct, and my Lady Featherstone was true as an 
oracle. 

I went to bed. Roger and his regiment were nothing 
to Miss Woodhouse, with her ten thousand, (minus 
two,) and six hundred a year. How gloriously would 
I break in upon Mrs. O'Finn, when I presented her with 
the sister of a baronet— the scion of a stock almost as 
ancient as our own '. 

Three days passed. Lady Featherstone played a 
deep game, Ulick covered himself with glory, and on 
the following day, as a matter of course, I was to pro- 
pose and be accepted. The dowager had ascertained 
from the lady that my suit would be received; and 
Ulick had so far progressed with the ancient spider- 
brasher, that she admitted of having saved four hundred 
pounds, acknowledged he was irresistible, and only 
stipulated that he should quit the army. 

" And what will you do, Ulick T I inquired. " Will 
you marry Miss Florence V 

•• Why then, upon my soul, I won't. Of course your 
honour and the lady will be married first ; and when 
you're clane off, Til bolt by a side door and give Miss 
Lucy the slip. Arrah ! master, sure ye wouldn't have 
me tie myself to an ould catabaw of her sort. Lord ! 
she's fifty if she's an hour." 

I could not remonstrate, and we retired for the night. 

The day " big with the fate" of Terence O'Shaugh- 
nessy came. My worthy confederate, the dowager, 
made the opportunity, and I sighed and was accepted. 
A fortnight was, after the usual display of maiden coy- 
ness, named as the duration of my misery ; and on the 
expiration of that painful period of celibacy and suffer- 
ing, Miss Woodhouse would become Mrs. O'Shaugh- 
nessy. As to Ulick, he and the JUle-de-chambre occu- 
pied their leisure hours in arranging their future em- 
ployment. There was but one difference of opinion ; 

* AngUce, insinuate himself into her good graces. 

10* 
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my fosterer preferred a farm — the soubrelte a public 
house. 

Lady Featherstone was in raptures with our success, 
assumed a tone towards her servants and tradesmen 
that for months they had been unaccustomed to, and 
led the unhappy people to imagine there was yet a 
chance that they might ultimately be paid. At a card- 
party the next night, fortune once more smiled upon 
her. Twice she held four honours in her hand ; and 
whenever she cut in, the rubber was her own. As my 
leave of absence was limited to a month, I found it im- 
possible to commit matrimony and arrange my wife's as- 
sets in that short period, and determined to apply to my 
commanding officer for an extension, and candidly ap- 
prise him of the reason of my non-appearance. I did 
so ; and a very kind letter in reply, acceded to my re- 
quest, and carried his congratulations. 

Four days passed, and ten more would make me Bene- 
dict the married man. On both sides preparations for 
the grand event were making vigorously. Miss Wood- 
house had summoned divers dressmakers to her abid- 
ing-place ; and I had ordered a wedding garment for 
the occasion, and not omitted " new liveries" for my 
man. The Lady Featherstone was the busiest of the 
whole. Accounts that would have lain perdu to the 
day of judgment, were examined ; a card party invited 
for the next week ; and even without permission from 
the coachman, she ordered her carriage for a drive, as 
if his wages were paid already. Every thing went on 
swimmingly. Matrimony, after all, was the only safe 
path to a preferment for a younger brother. In the 
hymeneal wheel, doubtless, there were blanks as well 
as prizes; but though there were Biddy Maginns — 
glory to the prophet! — were there not also Amelia 
Woodhouses ! 

The following morning I called on my bride elect ; 
but the lady of the bedchamber excused her mistress 
in not receiving me, on the plea of indisposition. I as- 
cribed it to cold, while Ulick affirmed "the creature 
was naturally bothered at becoming Mrs. O'Shaugh- 
nessy." My Lady Featherstone made light of the affair. 
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Her dear Amelia wa% both sensitive and delicate; she 
feared the unusual flurry of her spirits might render 
some quiet necessary. In a few days her sweet friend 
would be quite stout, and in the mean time she suggest- 
ed that it would be the more delicate proceeding on 
my part to confine my attentions merely to inquiries 
through my servant Of course, my Lady Featherstone 
was in these concerns oracular, and I confided the 
management of all to her and Ulick Flyn. , 

But the dowager was not aware that I had now with 
Amelia a more powerful ally than herself— to wit, the 
waiting-woman. Miss Florence had become deeply 
enamoured of Mr. Flyn ; and a woman of forty-five, 
when she loves, loves desperately. With Ulick's 
shrewdness, every occurrence in the lady's mansion 
must speedily reach me ; and the admission of my man 
to the domicile of Miss Woodhouse, was as imprudent 
as permitting a hostile force to establish itself in the 
citadel of a fortress. 

The moon was at the full, and a lovelier night never 
fell upon the old cathedral, than when I passed it in the 
way to " mine inn," after losing three guineas at piquet 
to my Lady Featherstone. Her darling Amelia's cold 
was better. The truth was, she had been a little fever- 
ish ; but to prevent unnecessary alarm, she had con- 
fined herself to her own room. In a day or two she 
would be in the drawing-room, and at the appointed 
time I would be blest with her hand, and of course 
made too happy. 

This was indeed gratifying news. I sauntered home- 
ward communing with my own thoughts touching the 
disposition of a part of the eight thousand. At the corner 
of a street a fraction of a boy addressed me, to say that 
he had left my wedding-clothes at home. I gave the 
urchin half a crown ; and the young tailor betook him- 
self to an alehouse, and I to dream of approaching hap- 
piness. 

With some difficulty I was admitted to my own 
room. Ulick closed the door carefully, and on a hasty 
inspection I perceived our traps were being packed, 
and all in preparation for an immediate move. 
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" Why, Ulick, what the devil's in the wind! Surely 
you are taking time by the forelock, in packing for our 
march.'* 

With that provoking sang froid, which an Irishman, 
even in desperate cases, delights to indulge in, Ulick 
proceeded leisurely in folding and depositing the coat in 
my portmanteau, as he coolly replied, 

** Surely it's time to get the kit- together when the 
route comes !" 

" Why, what do you mean 1 I'm not to be married 
these four days." 

" No," responded the fosterer, " nor for four after 
that, unless you marry my lady Featherstone. May bad 
fortune attend her, the dirty ould canister, night and 
day r 

" Speak out main. What has happened — has Miss 
Woodhouse changed her mind 1" . 

" Not that I know of," replied Mr. Flyn. 

" Is there a national bankruptcy 1— for her money is 
in the funds." 

« If there is, I didn't hear it." 

"Is she dead?" 

" Maybe she died within this half-hour." 

"Come" — and I lowered my voice— "out with it, 
man. I guess the cause of her seclusion. Is she as 
ladies wish to be." 

" Arrah ! Bedershin. Is it takin away the crature's 
character ye are ?" 

" D — n, Ulick, you'll drive me mad. What fs the mat- 
ter 1 She's not dead — not broke— not blasted ?" 

"But" — and the valet made a long pause— "She's 
mad!" 

" Mad !" 

" Mad as a hatter !" 

" Mad as a hatter ? Go on, man !" 

"Well, I must stop the packing, and tell you the 
story," replied Mr. Flyn. 

" I was taking tea as usual with Miss Lucy, and ten- 
der as she has been always, she was never half so ten- 
der as to-night. * Ulick,' says she, for as I intended to 
bolt, I was, you know, civiller than ever, 'I never 
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thought I would have loved mortal man as I do you.'— 

• Ah ! then, Lucy,* says I, * I think it's grammary ye 
have thrown over me ; for if the world was sarched from 
Killarney to Giberalter, I'll take. my book-oath the wo- 
man couldn't be found to plase me like yourself — 

* Ulick,' says she, 'you sodgers ar'n't loaded with money; 
and I don't see why you and I should not be nate and 
dacent at our weddin, like the captain and my mistress. 
There's a few trifles in the way of a present, and sure 
you'll* not like them the worse fQr coming from me ;' — 
and Mr. Flyn pointed to a huge bundle of miscellaneous 
garments, the gift of the enamoured jille-de-chambre. 

" Well," continued the fosterer, " to be sure I thanked 
her like a gentleman. * Agh, Ulick,' says she, 4 will you 
ever desave me V — ' Desave you, astore !' said I. ' Arrah, 
who could look at that beautiful countenance of your 
own, and not be true as a clock, and constant as a tur- 
tle V — * Ogh,' says she, " I'll niver know pace till you're 
mine, Ulick ! I wish my poor mistress may be well 
enough ! but I am sorely afraid we'll have to put back 
the weddin for a week.' — * Oh — blur-a-nouns V says I, 
' take my life at once, but don't kill me by inches. Do 
you tell me I must be ten days more without my 
charmer, and that's yourself]' — « Ah, Ulick, if you only 
knew the cause ; but I'll tell ye every thing when we're 
married,' says she. By Saint Patrick, I smelled a rat ! 
« There's a secret,' says I to myself, * as sure as the 
devil's in Bannagher ; and if blarney will get it out of 
ye, my ould girl, I'll have it before we separate.' Well, 
there's no use in tellin ye what I said, forby what I 
done, but I fairly smothered her with civility. 'Ogh,* 
says she, ' my darlin'— ?and she put her arm round my 
neck — her fist is as big as my own, and as y allow as a 
kite's claw. ' My poor lady takes quare notions in her 
head.' — - Does she!' says I. 'Maybe,' said Miss Flounce, 
' matrimony may cure them.' — ' Faith, and maybe it 
may. But Lucy, dear, what kind of notions do ye 
mane V ' Agh, that would be tellin,' says she. ' So you 
wouldn't trust me, Lucy 1 Well, see the difference be- 
tween us. I couldn't keep any thing from you, even if 
it if was the killin of a man'— and I gave her a look of 
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reproachful tenderness that a hathen couldn't stand. 

• Jewel,* says she, as she smothered me with kisses, * 1 
can refuse ye nothing. Well then — but it's a dead sa- 
cret — my mistress is at times a little eccentric.' — > Ec- 
centric,' says I, ' what's that V — • Why,' says she, • she 
labours under quare delusions.' — 'Phew!* says I, 'she 
has, what we call in Connaught, rats in her garret ?— 

• I don't understand you,' says she, * but the fact is, for 
a few days in every month her intellects are unsettled.' 
— * Is it a pleasant sort of madness, Lucy 1 Does your 
mistress amuse herself with the poker— break windows 
— throw bottles V — ' Oh, no. Poor soul, she is quite 
harmless, and all she requires is a little humouring, and 
no contradiction. One time she fancies she is dead, and 
then we let her lie in state, and make preparations for 
her funeral. At another she imagines that she has an 
engagement at the Opera ; then we hire a fiddler, and 
allow her'to dance off the fit. Last month she believed 
herself a teapot ; and this one she thinks she is a ca- 
nary. I suppose her approaching marriage has put the 
fancy in her head ; for she sent for a cabinet-maker on 
Monday, and bespoke a breeding-cage.'—' A taypot f 
said I, as I made the sign of a cross. — ' Pshaw,' says 
she, • it's very harmless after all. The captain won't 
mind it, when he's accustomed to it,' — 'Feaks! and I 
have doubts about that ; for men don't marry to make 
tay, Lucy.' — « But,' says she, « Uiick, don't let mortal 
know that I have told you any thing, and particularly 
your master. He'll find it out time enough !' — and the old 
harridan laughed heartily. ' He little thinks, poor fellow, 
he is to occupy the corner of a breeding-cage.'— Ye may 
say that with your own purty mouth,' says I. •Come, 
Ulick, dear, I must go to the mistress and lave ye. 
Keep up your spirits — a week will soon pass over — and 
then maybe I won't be your own lawful wife.' The 
devil a truer word* ever she said. 'Go, darlin' — and 
giving me this watch, and a brace of kisses, I lifted my 
bundle, and she let me out by the back door.*' 

I was thunderstruck. What a deep plot that of "the 
infernal Jezebel, the dowager's, was ! To obtain two 
thousand pounds, she would have sacrificed me to a 
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maniac. What a pleasant time 1 should have had— 
every month, at the full of the moon, to have to send 
for a fiddler or a coffin-maker, after receiving the pipe 
of a teapot at the hymeneal altar? What was to be 
done 1 Nothing, but what Ulick had already provided 
tor— a retreat without sound of trumpet! 

The packing was accordingly continued, and it was 
now no sinecure. My bridal outfit, which luckily I had 
money enough to pay for, made an important addition 
to my wardrobe ; while Mr. Flyn, whose personal ef- 
fects had arrived in Bath very conveniently packed in a 
hat-box, was obliged to purchase a couple of trunks to 
transport " the trifles," as he termed them, which had 
been presented him by the lovesick spider-brusher. 

To quit Bath and not convey my acknowledgments 
to Lady Featherstone, would have been uncivil, and I 
favoured her with a few lines. I declined the honour 
she intended in uniting me to a teapot ; and as confine* 
ment to a cage might not agree with me, I authorised 
her to provide another mate for the fair canary. I de- 
legated to her the task of delivering my parting compli- 
ments to Miss Woodhouse; and at the request of Mr. 
Flyn, entreated, that " when her hand was in," she 
would bid a tender farewell to Miss Flounce, and ac- 
quaint her that he would return and claim her hand on 
"Tib's eve" — an Irish festival, which is stated to occur 
44 neither before nor after Christmas." A short post- 
script desired her not to trouble herself in preparing the 
pout obit, until she heard from me again. 

Well, you may be assured that Ulick and I, notwith- 
standing the salubrity of the city, did not think it pru- 
dent to extend our visit. Before the reveillee beat next 
morning, we were both perched upon the roof of a Lon- 
don stage-coach. I certainly had no reason to plume 
myself on the success of the expedition, and I returned 
to town, dull as a wet Sunday. The fosterer, however, 
was in high glee, and all the way up carolled like a 
nightingale. The difference was, that my attempt at 
the commission of matrimony had nearly been my ruin, 
while Ulick was "made up for life." He had been fed 
44 like a fighting cock"— was proprietor of a silver watch 
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—and, " tatteration to him ! but be had more shirts than 
the sergeant-major, and more handkerchiefs than the 
colonel himself." 

" Well, gentlemen, what think you of my second at- 
tempt to obtain a wife 1" 

"Bold, certainly, though not so fortunate as your 
merits deserved," replied O'Connor. " But, Terence, 
did you ever hear how the ladies bore their desertion V 

"The canary-bird, I believe, with Christian resigna- 
tion — but a laughing hyena was nothing to the lady of 
the bedchamber. The dowager, rendered desperate by 
my levanting, attempted to excuse herself to Miss Wood- 
house, and prove that sne Was no participator in the 
flight of the false one; but she could not even obtain an 
audience, as Miss Flounce slammed the door in her face. 
Unable to hold her ground any longer, she was literally 
dunned out of Bath, after having instructed in the art of 
book-keeping half the tradesmen in the town." 

" And what," said Captain Paget, •• became of honest 
Wick?" 

Major O'Shaughnessy sighed deeply. 

«• He lies in a trench |?efore the curtain of La Trini- 
dada. In love he was a faithful counsellor, and in bat- 
tle always at my side. When the light division as- 
saulted Badajoz, I was wounded in the head and body 
while scrambling up the breach. A stout arm prevent- 
ed me from falling — a kind voice told me to " cheer up !" 
It was my poor fosterer — and the words were the last 
he uttered. A bullet passed through his heart, and we 
rolled together into the ditch. When I volunteered to 
lead the assault that night, Ulick joined the forlorn hope 
and accompanied me. Through life we had never been 
a day apart — storm and sunshine fell upon us together. 
God rest thee, Ulick ! a braver soldier never screwed a 
bayonet, nor a more faithful servant followed the hum- 
ble fortunes of an Irish gentleman than thyself!" 

The Major wiped away a tear, bade us a good-night, 
and retired to his own hut. 

" Poor Terence ! It is a warm-hearted animal after 
all," said O'Brien. "He never speaks of his fosterer 
without being affected. 1 knew him for years, and a 
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more attached fellow to a master never lived than Ulick. 
How goes time ? Pshaw ! — not nine o'clock. Is there 
any brandy in the flask ? O'Shaughnessy has a des- 
perate thirst upon him while recounting those amatory 
mishaps, and he applied to the canteen repeatedly." 

" Faith !" replied one of the subalterns, " he has made 
a deep inroad upon the Cognac. But, major, do you 
recollect the conversation we had concerning that mys- 
terious affair at — ?' 

"Yes, and I promised to tell you the particulars. 
Have we time for it now!" 

" Oh, yes," responded several voices. 

44 Well, I will not delay you, but make the story as 
brief as I ©an. 

He said— -and thus commenced. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE MAJOR'S STORY. 

And heedless as the dead are they 

Of aught around, above, beneath ; 
As if all else had passed away, 

They only for each other breathe. 

9 * * 

Who that hath felt that passion's power, 
Or paused, or feared, in such an hour ? 

Parasina. 

Yes — Leila sleeps beneath the wave. 

• • * 

My wrath is wreak 'd — the deed is done — 
And now I go— but go alone. 

The Giaour. 

*' There is more romance," said Major O'Connor, " in 
real life, than in any fiction which the novelist can ima- 
gine, and few men have journeyed through existence 
long, and not encountered something touching on the 
marvellous. I never was a sentimental adventurer, and 
yet I have in my time met with strange occurrences. 
In the story I am about to tell, I was an inferior actor — 
and of the other parties, one was a lieutenant in the 
same company, and the lady I had seen, although I had 
never been acquainted with her intimately. 

At the time when the transaction occurred, I was a 
subaltern in the 8 — th. The regiment was quartered 
in a large garrison-town in the south of Ireland, and I 
had been for three months on leave. On rejoining, I 
was presented at dinner to an officer who had come to 
us from another corps, and was struck with his manner 
and address. He was a remarkably handsome man— 
at times a little of the puppy; but when' he pleased, his 
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manners were very agreeable, and his conversation 
lively and amusing. As we were both in the light 
company, we were a good deal thrown together, and 
hence I became more intimate with Clinton than any 
officer in the regiment. 

As the garrison was very full, and the barrack under- 
going repairs, most of us were obliged to live out at 
private lodgings. Clinton and I were cantoned in the 
same house, and had separate apartments, with a draw- 
ing room in common. We breakfasted, and generally 
had coffee together in the evening. By degrees — for my 
companion was in some matters exceedingly reserved — 
we became more intimate. Gradually he became com- 
municative. Much of what he was doing came under 
my observation; and I was soon aware, from many 
circumstances I noticed, that he was engaged in an in- 
trigue. 

The house we lodged in was in the suburbs of the 
town, remotely situated, but not very distant from our 
barrack. After mess we were in the habit of returning 
home tolerably early ; for we had some desperate hard- 
goers in the regiment, and if a man commenced another 
bottle after the stipulated dinner wine was drunk, it was 
almost impossible to get clear of the late sitters before 
daylight. My companion, when at home, always left a 
small portion of the window-shutter unclosed — this signal 
was understood; for, almost every night, and at a par- 
ticular hour, sand was thrown against the glass, and 
Clinton went out to converse with an old woman, 
wrapped closely in a gray cloak. I remarked her fre- 
quently, but never obtained a glimpse of her features, 
from the pains she took to conceal them from my view. 
She was, no doubt, an emissary of Cupid ; for Clinton 
had generally a note or letter to peruse or answer, when 
he returned from his interviews with the old woman. 

Sometimes, in place of a written reply, he followed 
the messenger directly. On these occasions he always 
took his sword, and muffled himself in a large blue cloak 
that belonged to me, which, from its size and colour, 
was better adapted to conceal the person than his own. 
Clinton and I in age, height, and figure were exceed- 
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ingly alike. We both wore light-infantry uniforms, and 
at night might be readily mistaken for each other. 
Twice the old woman, when waiting for Clinton ad- 
dressed me in mistake ; and I had repeatedly, when re- 
turning after dinner, been dogged almost to the door of 
my lodgings, by a man wrapped in a drab great-coat 
such as the lower classes of the Irish wear, and which, 
from its loose make, renders the figure very indistinct. 
The frequency of the occurrence roused my curiosity — I 
strove to ascertain who the person was, under whose 
espionage I seemed placed, but I never could succeed 
He always kept some distance in the rear — if I walked 
quickly, he mended his pace — if I loitered, he sauntered 
after me — if I halted, he stopped — in short, he regulated 
bis movements by mine, and always avoided coming to 
close quarters. One thing struck me as being very 
singular — whenever I wore my own cloak, I was. cer- 
tain of being watched to the very door. 

It was the evening before the catastrophe. The ge- 
neral had dined with us, and I had remained later at the 
mess-table than usual. It was good starlight, for there 
was no moon. That morning, in passing a cutler's shop, 
it occurred to me, from the constancy with which I was 
haunted by the unknown, that some outrage was intend- 
ed against my person, and I thought it prudent to be 
prepared. I accordingly went in, and had my sabre 
ground and pointed. On this evening I had my own 
cloak and sword ; and before I cleared the first street, 
observed that as usual I was closely followed. Stimu- 
lated by wine, and conscious of possessing an effective 
weapon, I determined to bring my pursuer to action; 
and halting silently beneath a garden-wall where the 
road made a sudden turn, I waited for the enemy to 
close. 

A minute brought us into contact. He turned the 
corner of the fence, and finding me ready to receive him, 
sprang back two paces. 

•* Stand!" I snouted, as I unsheathed my sabre* 
" Stand ! or I'll cut you down !" 

" Back !" he replied, " or by Heaven I'll blow your 
brains out" — and I saw him present a pistol, which he 
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had drawn from underneath his coat. We stood with- 
in a few yards of each other for some moments in a 
threatening attitude — I was the first to break silence, 
by demanding why he dared to follow me 7 

•* To warn you to desist," returned a deep and dis- 
guised voice. 

" Desist !" I exclaimed. " What am I to desist from?" 

" The pursuit of one you never shall obtain !" was the 
reply. 

•* You are under some mistake." 

"I am not," returned the unknown. "You have 
eluded my vigilance twice, and met her you best know 
where. Attempt it a third time— and your fate is sealed !" 

" I tell you, fellow, you are in error." 

" No — no — Mr. Clinton, you are — " 

" My name is not Clinton.** 

" Damnation ! Have I been mistaken 7 May I inquire 
whom it is I talk to?" he replied. 

•* I am called O'Connor, and — " 

" You lodge in the same house with — " 

" Precisely so." 

•* Strange !" he muttered._ " I would have sworn it. 
Height, cloak, figure — Ha ! I see how they escaped me. 
I was on the wrong scent, and they seized that opportu- 
nity of meeting. Pray, sir, have you been ever watched 
home before 7" 

•• Yes, a dozen times. If I am pursued again, 111 
shoot the man that follows me." 

*• You had better leave that alone. It is a trade that 
two can work at" — he replied coldly. " But you will 
not be incommoded again. A hunter with the game 
afoot, will not turn from it to run a drag, I fancy. Fare- 
well, sir. If you regard your comrade's safety, tell him 
to avoid the elm-tree walk in the churchyard. He has 
been there twice too often — he will understand you per- 
fectly. Good night, sir." 

"Stop,- friend. You have frequently escorted me 
home, I think I shall return the compliment." 

"Indeed?" — he replied with a sneer. "If you are 
ambitious of heaven, and wish to make a vacancy in the 
8— th, I would recommend a trial of that experiment 
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Go to your lodgings, boy. I have no wish to harm you, 
though I hate every man that wears your livery as I hate 
the devil. Go — once more, good night." 

He turned round the angle of the wall. A momentary 
surprise prevented me from following for a time. When 
I did he was fifty paces off, and presently appeared to 
vanish from my sight I walked rapidly after; and 
when I reached the spot where he disappeared, found it 
a narrow passage between two garden walls. I looked 
down the opening — it was dark as midnight — I listened 
—his footsteps had died away — it was useless to follow 
—I gave up the pursuit and returned to my lodgings. 
Clinton was there before me. 

44 You are late to-night/* he said, " Have you been 
serenading your mistress'; or, like unhappy me, waiting 
impatiently for the messenger of Cupid ?" 

" Serenading I have not been," I replied ; " but I have 
been conversing probably with the messenger of Cupid 
—if the aforesaid courier wears a frieze great-coat, and 
delivers his commands with a cocked pistol." 
" Indeed ! What do you mean V 9 
44 Why, that I have been mistaken for you — followed, 
until I got tired of being pursued ; and when I turned 
on the scoundrel, found I had but caught a Tartar." 
44 Go on, my dear fellow," said Clinton. 
44 1 forced him to a parley, and he proved to be better 
provided for battle than myself. In short, we parted as 
we met. In the dusk, it seemed, he mistook me ; and 
when the error was ascertained, he gave me a pleasant 
message for you, with an injunction to deliver it." 

Clinton eagerly demanded what its import was ; I re- 
peated, as nearly as I could remember it, the threaten- 
ing language of the stranger. 

44 It is indeed a singular business altogether, George. 
I must make you my confidant, and in the morning will 
show you the lady, and afterwards acquaint you with a 
strange story. What said he about our meetings ?" 

44 That they had occurred twice ; and if you valued 
life, to desist from a third attempt, and avoid the elm- 
tree walk in the churchyard." 

41 WeD," replied Clinton, 44 to-morrow you shall know 
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more. It is late ; and as we are to have a field day, the 
sooner we are in bed the better." 

We took our candles and separated. 

The garrison review occupied the whole of the next 
morning ; and it was scarcely over, when I was obliged 
to go on the main guard. About two o'clock Clinton 
came to me, and asked me to walk out with him. I put 
on my cap, and we strolled arm in arm into the town. 

44 George," he said, " I am so thoroughly convinced 
of your prudence, that I am going to intrust you with 
my secret. I require the advice and assistance of a 
friend, and you are the one I would wish to confide in." 

I assured him that if secrecy were necessary, he might 
be certain of my discretion— and he continued : 

44 1 find myself surrounded with difficulties — I would 
almost say danger ; but rather than abandon the affair, 
I would risk life freely. Would you wish to see the, 
lady r 

44 Faith ! Clinton," I replied, u I have no small curio- 
sity to see a person who has been the cause of placing 
me under the espionage of as truculent a gentleman as 
ever man conversed with in a retired lane at midnight." 

44 It shall be gratified," he said. t4 Do you observe 
yonder shop 1 It is the second from the corner of the 
street." 

44 A linen-draper's V 9 

44 Exactly so," he replied. 

44 Well, what next !" 

44 Go in — look for a handsome girl. There are seve- 
ral women attending in the shop ; but it is impossible to 
mistake Agnes. Make any excuse — ask for gloves- 
pocket-handkerchiefs — any thing that will give you an 
opportunity of seeing and speaking to her. You will 
find me waiting for you at the confectioner's." 

He pointed out the place where I should find him, and 
I proceeded to see a fair one, who had already placed 
me two feet only from the muzzle of a loaded pistol. 

I looked above the door, and the name inscribed upon 
the show-board was a Quaker's. I entered the shop- 
several starch and steady women were behind the count- 
er—but none of them were of the sort whose charms 
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could endanger the personal safety of any man. Was 
Clinton jesting with me? At the moment when I was 
deliberating whether I should not retire at once, a party 
of ladies came in. Immediately the shopwomen wefe 
engaged in attending to them; and one retiring to a 
door that opened on an inner apartment, said, in a voice 
that I overheard, " Agnes ! thou art required here." 

My eyes were instantly turned to the place whence 
the fair inamorata might be expected — and presently 
she appeared. I was almost struck dumb wRh astonish- 
ment. A lovelier face than hers I never looked at ! 

Many a year has passed away, but I shall never for- 
get that beauteous girl. She was scarcely nineteen— 
tall, and notwithstanding the formality of her costume, 
the roundness of her arm, and the symmetry of her 
waist and bosom, could not be concealed. Her eyes 
were hazel, with an expression of extreme gentleness. 
Her hair, Madonna-like, was parted on the forehead; 
but the simple cap could not hide the profusion of its 
silken tresses. The outline of the face was strictly 
Grecian — the complexion pale and delicate — while the 
" ripe red lip" formed a striking contrast in its hue, and 
seemed as if " some bee had stung it newly." 

I was perfectly fascinated ; and were any thing want- 
ed to make her irresistible, her voice was so musical, so 
modulated, that •* the ltetener held his breath to hear." 
For a quarter of an hour I dallied under various pretexts 
in the shop ; and when at last I could not find a fresh 
apology for further delay, I came away fully convinced 
that I had never seen an angel until now. 

Clinton was at the confectioner's, and we left it toge- 
ther. 

44 Have you seen Agnes ? M he inquired. 

" I have seen the sweetest giri in Ireland, " was my 
reply. 

" Is she not worth loving, George 1" he said. 

44 Worth loving 1 For one smile I would walk bare- 
foot to the barrack ; and a kiss would more than repay 
a pilgrimage to Mecca." 

44 Faith ! I half repent my having exposed yon to her 
charms, the impression appears to have been so power- 
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ful," said Clinton, with a laugh. " But I must tell you 
a long tale to-night I cannot dine at mes3 to-day ; there 
are strangers invited, and I could not steal off in time. 
I have ordered something at home; and when you return 
from the barracks at night I shall be waiting up, and we 
can have a confidential t2te-&4ite. Here come some of 
our fellows, and I shall be off. Adieu— you will be home 
before eleven." 

" I shall be with you as soon as I can leave the table 
without observation." 

We parted — he on business of his own, and I to visit 
the guard. 

The party at the mess was large, for we had an un- 
usual number of guests at dinner. The band was in 
attendance — the wine circulated freely — and notwith- 
standing my anxiety to leave the room, it was almost 
twelve before I could accomplish it I visited my guard, 
and then set out to keep my appointment with my friend 
Clinton. 

The evening had been close, not a breeze moved a 
Jeafj and there was that sullen heaviness in the atmo- 
sphere which generally precedes a change of weather. 
Now the night had altered — sudden gusts moaned along 
the street, and doors and windows clattered. A storm 
was coming fast, and I hurried along to reach home be- 
fore the rain began. 

I had no apprehension of being followed. I looked 
back — no one but myself was afoot, and my old pur- 
suer had deserted me. I passed the lane where I had 
met him the last night. No one was there, and I reach- 
ed my lodgings unmolested. 

Fitzpatrick, my servant, was sitting up. I inquired 
for Clinton, and to my surprise was told that he had not 
returned since he had gone out at dusk. Had he eloped 
with the fair Quaker 1 It must be so. Well — that was 
easily ascertained — for he would require some clothes 
and his dressing-case. I took up the candles and went 
to his room. All there was undisturbed ; his toilet as it 
always was, aqd his portmanteaus in their accustomed 
places. It was indeed surprising ! He might have had 
an evening interview with Agnes — but to remain till 
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midnight — the thing was impossible. I was lost in a 
confusion of suppositions, and at last rang the bell, and 
inquired from Fitzpatrick when Mr. Clinton had been 
last at home 1 

The answer was not satisfactory. My own servant 
informed me that at eight o'clock, when he was en- 
gaged, in folding some uniforms, my companion had 
entered the apartment, taken my pistols, examined the 
loading and primings carefully, put them in his pocket, 
wrapped my cloak around him, and telling Fitzpatrick 
to say that he would be home at ten, left the house. 

I was very uneasy — I feared something disastrous 
—strange misgivings flashed over my mind, and the 
warning of the formidable stranger was hot forgotten. 
I could not delay longer, for I was obliged to return to 
the guard-room. All I could do was to leave a message 
for my friend, and tell him he might expect me at an 
early breakfast. 

The rain was now falling heavily— the wind was 
louder and more gusty— Clinton had taken my cloak, 
and I put on* a large coat that covered my uniform, and 
started for the main guard. A wilder night could 
scarcely have come on so rapidly ; and as the clouds 
careered quickly across the new moon, the dark- 
ness at times was nearly impenetrable. My route to 
the barracks was by that remote and unfrequented 
lane ; and as I entered it, I confess the eclaircissement 
on the preceding evening with the gentleman in the 
frieze coat was rather a pleasurable recollection. 

I hurried along the lane and gloomy passage, and 
came to the* corner of the garden-wall, where I had 
awaited and confronted the unknown. A few paces 
forward he and I had held our brief and threatening 
colloquy. I wheeled round the wall. By Heaven! 
there he was — the same gray-coated man — the same 
tall and gloomy-looking stranger ! 

In an instant my sabre was unsheathed, and as ra- 
pidly on his part a pistol presented. 

" How now 1" I exclaimed. " Why* are you here 
to-night 1 Advance a step, and I'll cleave you to the 
chin !" 



«( 
<« 



THB BIVOUAC. 1 81 

"Pish! boy— keep your threats for those who fear 
them. I mean you no ill ; that is, if you do not draw 
my vengeance on you by some silly indiscretion." 

" What do you want ?" I replied. " You labour 
under no mistake to-night." 

" Oh — no !" he returned coldly. " Mistakes touching 
the identity of your friend are ended." 
Why do you stop me then 1" 
Merely to ask a question or two, and assure you 
that if you walk the lane till doomsday, he who con- 
fronts you now will never lay his foot upon it after- 
wards." 

" And what is that to me ? I shall come better pre- 
pared fc to-morrow. You have an advantage in your 
weapons. Put fire-arms aside — I will throw away my 
sword — and let the best man be the conqueror." 

He laughed hoarsely. 

" Foolish boy ! I do not question your manhood, and 
I am not here to try your mettle. I came to ask a ques- 
tion, and bid you farewell. Did you deliver my mes- 
sage to your friend 1" 

" Now, in the devil's name !" I exclaimed, as his cool 
audacity irritated my temper. " What right have you 
to demand any thing from me, or suppose that I would 
reply to your inquiries ?" 

•* I have no right," replied the stranger ; " nor do I 
ask it but as a favour. If you have no reason for re- 
fusing a reply, I beg it in mere courtesy." 

"Courtesy !" I exclaimed. " Strange courtesy, when 
men converse with naked swords and cocked pistols." 

"'Tis the last time, young man, that I shall ever 
cross your path. Your gay companion is doubtless 
revelling at his mess, or, happier yet, locked in beauty's 
arms." 

There was a devilish expression in the latter portion 
of the stranger's remark, that struck me with a creep- 
ing horror, which I cannot describe. 

" I do not understand you," I replied. u Wherever 
my friend is, I trust he is in safety." 

" Oh — safe he is — I'll be surety for that. Will you, 
however, oblige me with a reply to my question ? Did 
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you deliver him the message I confided to you ? Re- 
member, I ask an answer as a compliment." 

" I did." 

«* Humph ! he was warned then ! How did he re- 
ceive the warning?" 

"As any, brave man should treat an idle threat — 
with the contempt it merited." 

" Indeed?" — and there was a demoniac emphasis on 
the word as it seemed to hiss from between his lips. A 
strong suspicion of foul play flashed across my mind, 
and I felt half assured that Clinton had been ill-used. 

" I fear that you have wronged him," I said, "if so, 
he has friends that will assert his quarrel." 

" Well, I must abide their vengeance. But you are 
wrong. He is at this moment sleeping in the arms of 
beauty." 

" I disbelieve you. If you have wronged him— M 

" Pshaw! how incredulous you are" — rejoined the 
stranger. "Ask him the particulars to-morrow, and 
every word he tells you I will admit as feet. Adieu— it 
is the last time you and I shall ever meet !" 

" Stay, you must not go — shall not go." 

" Pish — silly boy ! I have fire arms, you have none. 
Were we unarmed, I would toss you over that wall, if 
you were fool enough to tease me by being trouble- 



some." 



As before — he wheeled suddenly round the corner— 
a horse was waiting for him — he jumped upon his back, 
waved his hand, and in a second was out of sight ! 

I was perfectly confounded. What was I to do 1 I 
dare not betray the secret of my friend ; and yet I was 
desperately alarmed for his safety. Was there no mid- 
dle course ? I determined to conlde my fears to a com- 
panion, and hurried to the guard-room to communicate 
as much of my apprehensions to the senior officer as I 
might do, without compromising Clinton's secret. 

Douglas, from the confused and imperfect story 
that mine was, where so much of the affair was neces- 
sarily concealed, was quite unable to advise me. I sent 
a soldier twice to our lodgings, to inquire if my friend 
had returned; but he brought back intelligence of his 
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continued absence, and at daybreak I proceeded to the 
house myself, to try whether I could discover any cause 
for his mysterious disappearance. My fears were only 
heightened, and his servant was now seriously alarmed 
for his master's safety. Again we examined his cham- 
ber — unlocked his portmanteaus — opened his drawers; 
•—not an article was missing — every thing remained in 
its usual place, and it was quite clear, that when he left 
the house on the preceding evening, he had taken no- 
thing away save my cloak and pistols. 

Three hours passed, but no tidings of the absentee. 
I wrote a note to the colonel, stated the strange circum- 
stances of Clinton's disappearance, and obtained his per- 
mission to leave the guard before the.relie£hour came. 
I hardly knew in what direction I should first proceed, 
or from whom I should make inquiries. I walked into 
the town, intending to look into the Quaker's shop, and 
try if I could see Agnes there. I reached the street — 
a crowd was about the house, and there was evidently 
something wrong. I mixed among the throng, and 
learned from one of the idlers that the Quaker's beauti- 
ful shopwoman had left home the preceding evening, 
and as she had not returned, some thought she had met 
with an accident, and others said she had only run 
away. The last conjecture I felt persuaded was the 
true one. My fears for Clinton's safety vanished — the 
absence of both was easily accounted for — my impru- 
dent companion had persuaded the fair Quaker to ac- 
company him, and an elopement was the result. It was 
useless to ask any questions. Before evening it was 
probable that Clinton would return, or acquaint me 
where he was concealed ; and with a load of uneasi- 
ness removed from my mind, I turned my footsteps 
towards the barrack, to resume my guard, and be ready 
for the relief. I entered the gate, when the sentry call- 
ed out, "Sergeant of the guard, here's Lieutenant 
O'Connor !" 

The man addressed ran out — 

" Lord ! sir, they are looking for you in all directions. 
Your cloak has been found on the banks of the river. 

TOL. II. 12 
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They say Mr. Clinton is drowned, and all the gentle-* 
men and half the regiment are away to look for him. 

I was unexpectedly horror-stricken. The mysterious 
language and dark hints the stranger used, coupled 
with the disappearance of the Quaker girl, assured me 
that some dreadful calamity had befallen the unhappy 
lovers. I took the direction where I observed some 
soldiers moving ; and at the distance of a half mile, a 
group of red coats and civilians, were collected on the 
banks, and busily employed in dragging the river. 

I ran at speed and was quickly on the spot. Twenty 
voices pronounced my name, and the crowd made way 
for me. Col. Hope was surrounded by a dozen officers; 
and a soldier beside him held a cloak that I recognised 
to be my own, while in the hands of another I perceived 
my pistols. 

44 O'Connor," said the colonel, 44 your fears for Clinton 
will prove too true. Are these yours T — and he point- 
ed to the weapons. 

I replied in the affirmative, and we walked a few 
paces from the crowd. 

14 1 dread that our ill fated companion is not far from 
the spot where they were found." 

•* I am persuaded" I answered, "that his body is in 
the river ; and God grant his be the only one ! Under 
what circumstances were those things discovered V 9 

44 The cloak," replied the colonel, **lay carelessly upon 
the bank, as if it had been thrown off for some sudden 
purpose. The pistols were found in the next field." 

" Pray let me examine them. They were loaded 
when Clinton took them, and the charge a singular one. 
I could not find balls in the case, and my servant out a 
musket-ball into quarters, and two slugs were put into 
each barrel." 

The weapons were brought. On examination it was 
clear that neither had been discharged, and the divided 
bullet was found exactly as I described it 

Our attention was called to the search making in the 
river, A cry arose among the soldiers that the drag 
had fastened. More hands seized the rope— something 
heavy came gradually up — and before it touched the 



THE BIVOUAC. 135 

surface, female garments were discernible. Next mo- 
ment the body of the beautiful Quaker was drawn out, 
and laid upon the bank. An exclamation of horror 
burst from the crowd, and all rushed forward to gaze 
upon a countenance that yesterday had teemed' with 
life and loveliness, and whose beauty even death could 
scarcely diminish. Her dress was not in the least de- 
ranged — the simple bonnet was tied beneath the chin — 
the gloves were on her hands — not a riband was dis- 
placed — not a pin seemed wanting. From all appear- 
ances, our surgeon supposed that she had been twelve 
hours in the water. That luckless cloak of mine was 
thrown over the departed beauty, and we recommenced 
a search for our missing comrade. 

I recollected the sarcastic remark of the unknown, 
when he alluded to the absence of poor Clinton, and 
asserted that at that time he " might be locked in beau- 
ty's arms." Where the Quaker's body had been lying, 
I suspected that my ill-starred companion would be 
discovered ; and my conjecture was soon verified, for 
a few casts of the iron raised Clinton's lifeless corpse ! 

Like the body of the sweet victim who lay beside 
him, no indication of violence was visible on the sol- 
dier's. His uniform was uninjured, and not a button 
torn away. Death had not been inflicted by a plun- 
derer; for a valuable ring was on the finger, and a 
watch and note-case in the pocket when the body was 
recovered. The hat alone was wanting; and on the 
following day it was found in a mill pond, whither 
1t had been parried by thejstream. 

The whole affair was'involved in a deep and impene- 
trable mystery. There were no marks upon the bodies 
no traces of a recent struggle visible on the river- 
bank. The night had not been so dark, that the un- 
happy couple could have accidentally fallen in ; and if 
they had, Clinton was an excellent swimmer. That 
Agnes had any acquaintance with the drowned soldier, 
beyond what his calling often at the shop produced, 
was unknown to her friends and family. On searching 
feer drawers no letter or note was found ; and Clinton's 
private papers, many of them billet-doux, threw no light 
upon the transaction. There was one sealed packet of 
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considerable size found in his writing-desk, 'with an 
endorsement, " to be burned when I am dead," — and 
in accordance with the wish expressed upon the enve- 
lope, it was immediately committed to the flames. 

It was also a strange circumstance that nobody save 
myself had seen or encountered the man in the frieze 
coat, who had so frequently dogged me. to my lodgings. 
Of course I left the house — for it would have painfully 
reminded me of my unfortunate companion. But 
though I remained for some months afterwards in the 
garrison, I never, from that fatal night, met any person 
having the slightest resemblance to the unknown. 

I need not be tedious. I shall pass over the sensa? 
tion poor Clinton's death occasioned among us, and 
the general sympathy the untimely fate of the beautiful 
Agnes elicited from all who had seen or known her. 
At the inquest nothing was elicited connected with the 
cause of their deaths ; and the bodies, followed by an 
immense concourse, were conveyed away. Clinton's, 
of course, was carried to the barrack, and that of the 
gentler sufferer was removed to the dwelling of her 
kindred. 

By a strange accident the funerals occurred at the 
same time, and the processions crossed each other. 
One, with the unpretending simplicity of the sect she 
belonged to, seemed stealing quietly from the scenes of 
busy life, to seek that "end of all men" — the grave. 
The other, accompanied by all the parade that marks 
the interment of a soldier — the dead march pealing 
from the band — the firing party before the coffin — the 
regiment following with slow and measured step- 
moved to the cathedral, in whose cemetery Clinton's 
last resting-place had been prepared. The service of 
the dead was ended — thrice the volley of his own com- 
pany rolled over their departed comrade — the earth 
rattled on the escutcheon that bore his name— the 
grave was filled — the music of the dead changed to a 
merry quickstep— and Clinton, in military parlance, 
was forgotten ! 

"And," asked a young lieutenant, "was that foul 
and fearful deed never brought to light 1" 
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" Never" — replied O'Connor. " With the dead them- 
selves the secret appeared to rest. Many years have 
since passed over, and nothing has ever transpired 
which could solve the mystery," 

" Was a rigid inquiry instituted 1" 

" Yes ;* but all efforts foiled. By degrees the wonder 
ceased, other local violences occurred, the interest 
gradually abated, and that double murder — for murder 
assuredly it was—is now only spoken of like those 
wild deeds of blood, which the Irish peasant delights on 
a winter night to listen to. But 'tis late — to bed, lads. 
We march by cock-crow." 

In less than half an hour every sound was still, save 
the deep breathing of those who occupied the bivouac. 
It told that those it sheltered were sleeping more sound- 
ly on their truss of straw, than many a careworn head 
which pressed a downy pillow. 
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CHAPTER XH. 



ENTRANCE INTO FRANCE— BATTLES OF THE BIDA380A AND 

THE NIVELLE. 

Night closed around the conqueror's way, 

And lightnings show'd the distant hill, 
Where those who fought that dreadful day, 

Stood few and faint, bat fearless still ! 

» » « *. « « 

Many a heart that now heats high, 
In slumber cold at night shall lie. 

Moork. 

At midnight, on the 6th of October, the British divi- 
sions got silently under arms. A storm was raging 
furiously — thunder was pealing round them — lightning 
in quick and vivid flashes flared across the murky sky 
—the elemental uproar was reverberated among the 
Alpine heights — and a wilder night was never chosen 
for a military operation. Gradually the tempest ex- 
hausted its fury — the wind fell — the rain ceased — an 
overwhelming heat succeeded, and when the morning 
broke, the leading brigades, at seven different points, 
plunged into the Bidassoa ; while a rocket rose from 
the ancient steeple of Fontarabia, and the signal was 
answered by a conbined movement from the heights, 
of all the divisions there drawn up in order of battle. 

Perfect success crowned this daring essay. The 
leading columns were nearly across the river before 
the French fire opened. Ground difficult and broken 
in itself, had been carefully strengthened with nume- 
rous field-works ; but all gave way before the despe- 
rate valour of the assailants. The light division, with 
the Spaniards under Longa, carried the intrenched po- 
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sition of Puerta-de-Vera. Redoubt and abattis were 
stoutly defended ; but from all, in quick succession, the 
enemy were driven at the point of the bayonet. Night 
fell — the- attack had every where succeeded—- and the 
victors bivouacked on the field they won, and, for the 
.first time, the allied forces slept upon French ground. 

Here the British commander established himself, and 
awaited the fall of Pamplona, which Soult's repeated 
defeats rendered inevitable. The garrison still obsti- 
nately held out : and when their provisions were nearly 
exhausted, it was rumoured that they intended, rather 
than surrender, to blow up the works, and take their 
chance of escaping. But an assurance from the Spa- 
nish commander, Don Carlos, that should the place be 
destroyed, he would hang the governor and officers, 
and decimate the men, prevented the attempt ; and on 
the 30th of October the garrison yielded themselves 
prisoners of war, and the place surrendered. 

Winter was now set in, and a season of unusual se- 
severity had commenced. The allies were sadly ex- 
posed to the weather, and increased difficulty was felt 
every day in procuring the necessary supplies. Forage 
became so scarce, that part of the cavalry had nothing 
for their horses but grass; while the cattle foi the sol- 
diers' rations, driven sometimes from the interior of 
Spain, perished in immense numbers by the way, or 
reached the camp so wretchedly reduced in condition, 
as to be little better than carrion. Resources from the 
sea could not be trusted to— the coast was scarcely 
approachable in blowing weather : and even in the shel- 
tered harbour of Passages, the transports could hardly 
ride to their moorings, in consequence of the heavy 
swell that tumbled in from the Atlantic. The cold be- 
came intense — sentries were frozen at their posts — and 
a picket at Roncesvalles regularly snowed up, and 
saved with great difficulty. All this plainly showed 
that the present position of the allies was not tenable, 
and that a forward movement into France was una- 
voidable. 

But great difficulties in advancing presented them- 
selves ; and, all things considered, success was a mat- 
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ter of uncertainty. Souk's army had been powerfully 
reinforced by the last conscription; and for three 
months the French marshal had been indefatigable in 
fortifying the whole line of his position, and strengthen- 
ing his defences, wherever the ground would admit an 
enemy to approach. The field-works extended from 
the sea to the river, as the right rested on St. Jean-de- 
Luz, and the left on the Nivelle. The centre was at 
La Petite Rhune and the heights of Sarre. The whole 
position passed in a half-circle through Irogne, Ascain, 
Sarre, Ainhone, and Espelette. Though the centre 
was commanded by a higher ridge, a narrow valley in- 
terposed between them. The entire front was covered 
with works, and the sierras defended by a chain of re- 
' doubts. The centre was particularly strong, as a regu- 
lar work, ditched and palisaded, protected it 

To turn the position, by advancing Hill's corps through 
St. Jean Pied-de-Port, was first determined on ; but on 
consideration, this plan of operation was abandoned, 
and strong as the centre was, Wellington resolved that 
on it his attack should be directed, while the heights of 
Ainhone, which formed its support, should, if possible, 
be carried simultaneously. 

A commander less nerved than Wellington, would 
have lacked resolution for this bold and masterly opera- 
tion. Every thing was against him— every chance fa- 
voured the enemy. The weather was dreadful— the 
rain fell in torrents — and while no army could move, 
the enemy had the advantage of the delay to complete 
the defences of a position, which was already deemed 
to be as perfect as art and nature could render it. Nor 
did their powerful works produce in the French any 
false security. Aware of the man and the force which 
threatened them, they were always ready for an attack. 
Their outpost duty was rigidly attended to. Before 
day their corps were under arms, and the whole line of 
defences was fully garrisoned until night permitted 
the troops to be withdrawn. 

At last the weather moderated. On the 7th f Ainhone 
was reconnoitred by, Wellington in person, and the plan 
Of the attack arranged. No operation could be more 
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plain or straight forward. The centre was to be car- 
ried by columns of divisions, and the right centre turned. 
To all the corps their respective points of attack were 
assigned y and to the light division and Longa's Spa- 
niards, the storming of La Petite Rhune was confided. 
The latter were 'to be supported by Alten's cavalry, 
three brigades of British artillery, and three mountain 
guns. 

The 8th had been named for the attack, but the roads 
were so dreadfully cut up, that neither the artillery nor 
Hill's brigades could get into position, and it was post- 
poned for two days longer. The 10th dawned, a clear 
and moonlit morning. Long before day, Lord Welling- 
ton and several of the generals of division and brigade, 
with their respective staffs, had assembled, in a small 
wood, five hundred yards from the redoubt above the 
village of Sarre, which they only waited for sufficient 
light to commence attacking. 

Nothing could exceed the courage and rapidity with 
which the troops rushed on and overcame every artifi- 
cial and natural obstacle. The 3d and 7th divisions 
advanced in front of the village. Downie's Spanish 
brigade attacked by the right, while the left was turned 
by Cole's, and the whole of the first line of defences 
remained in possession of the allies. 

On this glorious occasion the light division was pre- 
eminently distinguished. By moonlight it moved from 
the greater La Rhune, and formed in a ravine which 
separates the bolder from the lesser height. This latter 
was occupied in force by the enemy, and covered on 
every assailable point with intrenchments. As morning 
broke the British troops rushed from the hollow which 
had concealed them. To withstand their assault was 
impossible — work after work was stormed — on they 
went with irresistible bravery, and on the summit of 
the hill united themselves with Cole's division, and 
pushed forward against the intrenched heights behind, 
which was the strongest part of the position. Here a 
momentary check arrested their progress — the support- 
ing force (Spanish) were too slow — the ground too 
rugged for the horse artillery to get over it with speed. 
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The rides were attacked in tarn, and for a moment 
driven back by a mass of the enemy. But the reserve 
came up — again the light troops rushed forward — the 
French gave way — and the whole of the lower ridge 
was left in possession of the assailants. 

For four hours the combat had raged, and in every 
point the British were victorious. A more formidable 
position remained behind, and Wellington combined his 
efforts for a vigorous attack. 

This mountain position extended from Mondarm to 
Ascain. A long valley, through which the Nivelle flows, 
traverses it; and as the ground is unequal, the higher 
points were crowned with redoubts, and the spaces of 
leveller surface occupied by the French in line or co- 
lumn, as the nature of the ground best admitted. Men 
inclined to fight never had a field that offered so many 
advantages; and there were none, save the British 
leader and the splendid army he commanded, who 
would venture to assault equal numbers, posted as the 
enemy were. 

The dispositions were soon complete— the word wis 
given — and in six columns, with a chain of skirmishers 
in front, the allies advanced to the attack. 

To carry a strong work, or assail a body of infantry 
in close column, placed on the crest of an acclivity that 
requires the attacking force to halt frequently for breath- 
ing-time, requires a desperate and enduring valour 
which few armies can boast. Such bravery on that 
occasion characterised the allied divisions. Masses 
posted on a steep height were forced from it by the ba- 
yonet, though hand and foot were necessary to enable 
the assaulting party to reach them. Redoubts were 
carried in a run, or so rapidly turned by the light troops, 
that the defenders had scarcely time to escape by the 
rear. Nothing could resist the dash and intrepidity of 
the British; and over the whole extent of that formida- 
ble position, on no point did the attack fail. 

In these operations the allies had 3000 killed and 
wounded ; while the French were driven from a match- 
less position, with the loss of 50 pieces of cannon, 1500 
prisoners, and some 3500 hots de combat I 
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Nearly at the close of the struggle, while the light 
division were carrying a strong redoubt with a rush ; 
and when, with their accustomed audacity, they had 
pushed on against the intrenched enemy as fearlessly as 
if they had been formed on a plain ; a stouter opposition 
checked them, and, for the first time, the assailants were 
stopped by a heavy fire from behind the abattis of the 
redoubt. 

To pause for breath — re-attack the intrenchment — one 
party advancing boldly in front, while the two others in 
a run dashed forward right and left to turn the work- 
was but the business of a moment. In front they leaped 
over the abattis, on the flanks they jumped into the 
ditch, and the defenders had scarcely time to escape by 
the rear. 

When forced back by the heavy fire from the intrench- 
ment, O'Connor was wounded in the head, and his com- 
panions urged him to retire, and obtain surgical assist- 
ance; but he refused to quit the field, and binding a 
handkerchief over his bleeding temples, led on the second 
attack. Ever foremost, he cleared the ditch, and sword 
in hand sprang through the embrasure, as the last 
Frenchman was abandoning the redoubt The tirailleur 
stopped — levelled his musket— fired — the ball passed 
through O'Connor's body, and stretched him on the 
ground. 

It was a glorious moment when he fell. The cheer 
of victory rang in his ear ; and while a dim mist gradu- 
ally obscured his sight, the last objects that met the eye 
were French masses retiring in confusion, and red bat- 
talions advancing in double quick. He could look no 
longer — his head sank back — but a wild and reiterated 
huzza rose over the whole surface of the battle-ground, 
and told that Wellington was again a conqueror I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SICK QUARTER8— DEPRESSION — AN UNEXPECTED LETTER. 



You look not well, Signor Antonio. 

Merchant of Venice. 

No more— no more. Oh ! never more on me 
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew. 

Don Juan. 

She 
Grieved, hat perhaps her feelings may be better 
Shown in the following copy of her letter. 



A month wore heavily through, and O'Connor con- 
tinued an invalid, for his wounds healed slowly. To 
one of his energetic disposition, a state of inactivity was 
most disagreeable ; and when every courier that arrived 
brought fresh details of Wellington's triumphant ad- 
vance, the disabled soldier began to loathe the confine- 
ment of sick quarters, and execrate the evil fortune 
which prevented his sharing in those proud actions that 
for a time closed the glorious 'roll of British victory— 
Orthez and Toulouse. 

Local circumstances increased these repinings, which 
indisposition had engendered. The monotony of a place 
filled with sick men, and that too a wretched hamlet in 
the Pyrenees — dull, comfortless, and deserted — was 
lieart -sinking to a spirit that, till now, had never been 
absent when daring jieeds were doing. Every fece he 
looked on was marked with some sad trace* of disease 
— every one he encountered in his sombre walk seemed 
afflicted with premature decrepitude. If he remained 
within, O'Connor was obliged to witness the sufferings 
of his brave companions — many of whose recoveries 
had been pronounced hopeless, and who, conscious of 
the brief space of life allowed them, were slowly but 
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surely sinking to an untimely grave. If he rambled out, 
the melancholy spectacle of death was frequently pre- 
sented, as the corpse of some departed soldier was being 
conveyed to the little cemetery hard by, which now, alas ! 
was thickly tenanted by those doomed 

44 To die— to see no more, 
A much-loved country, anjga native shore. 1 ' 

No wonder then that the soldier's firmness began to fail, 
and gloomy forebodings tormented him. While every 
day teemed with brave adventure, he who had been fore- 
most in the gallant throng remained cooped in a moun- 
tain hamlet, with no occupation left but to contemplate 
the varied forms which human suffering can assume! 

In the fever of war — in the phrensied excitement of a 
campaign, where battle followed close on battle — the 
failure of his suit to Mary Howard had been half forgot- 
ten. He thought of her in secret ; but a succession of 
daring operations and sparkling scenes of victory, dis- 
pelled uneasy musings, and softened the painful memory 
of his disappointment But now in the silence of a sick 
room, or the solitude of a lonely ramble, the image of 
the lost-one returned with poignant vividness. Vainly 
he taxed his firmness— vainly he summoned resolution, 
and strove to " pluck from the memory" a recollection 
that, in his present irritable mood, stung him almost to 
madness. Alas! the arrow was at his heart; and sleep- 
ing or waking, Mary Howard engrossed his thoughts. 

It was strange too, that, though so long from Eng- 
land, no intimation of Mary's marriage had reached him; 
Letters, no doubt, miscarried frequently; but eight 
months had elapsed since the rifle detachment had 
marched from Ashfield ; and whether his lost love had 
become the wife of another or still remained unwedded, 
was wrapped in doubt. 

Still, even this uncertainty afforded at times a mourn* 
ful pleasure. Though lost to him, it would have been 
some consolation to know that she was not the wife of 
his detested rival. This feeling O'Connor endeavoured 
to persuade himself was, on his part, totally disinterest- 
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ed. Were Phillips one with whom her happiness would 
be safe, he fancied that he could have submitted without 
a pang, to see her consigned to the arms of another. 
But the soldier deceived himself. A suspicion — almost 
a certainty — was on his mind, that but for his rival's 
unfortunate intervention, Miss Howard's heart might 
have been his ; and with a nameless feeling from which 
his pride revolted, he <^ftPg to a lover's hope, and augur- 
ed, from an announcement of her marriage having never 
reached him, that Phillips had forfeited her regard, and 
even yet that he and Mary should be happy. 

The dulness of the Pyrenean hamlet was rendered 
more intolerable from a scarcity of books, or of any 
thing besides, that could divert the tedium of a wet day. 
A volume of Gil Bias — two or three monkish directories 
-—and a Racing Calendar, found in the saddle-bags of a 
dead dragoon, formed the whole library of the canton- 
ment. Sometimes a mutilated newspaper reached the 
detenue, and most frequently it came thither, wrapping 
some package that had arrived from England. A trunk 
that had for months been following an officer, now a/nong 
the wounded, found him in this miserable retirement. 
It contained a general refit, despatched to the sick man 
from his family; and O'Connor, who was present when 
the long-delayed supply was opened, secured a few of 
the wrapping papers. They were English journals ; and 
though many were six months old, still they told what 
then had been passing in his fatherland. It was dark, 
and the soldier retired to his small apartment to peruse 
his newspapers, as well as a wretched substitute for a 
lamp would allow him. 

For a time the contents of these obsolete journals 
were interesting. He read of faux pas with surprise, 
that in England were now forgotten. Bankers were 
broken, whom five minutes before he would have quoted 
as worth a plum ; while persons who, when he saw them 
last, had been puzzled to procure a dinner, were now, 
by the bounty of the blind goddess, •• men of worship," 
and some of them members of the senate. Some mili- 
tary statements and speculations were, from their gross 
inaccuracies, and the oracular shape in which they had 
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been delivered, exceedingly amusing; and O'Connor 
took up the last fragment, wondering at the interest 
which a torn newspaper possessed among the Pyrenees. 

He would have been happier had he passed that frag- 
ment by unheeded. It was a scrap from the Morning 
Post. Ere his eye rested a second on the paper, his 
cheek turned pale — his brow compressed itself— and 
his hand trembled. There he found a paragraph, 
among some others containing the idle gossip of the 
day. Though names were not mentioned, the soldier 
was at no loss to understand who the parties were to 
whom it alluded. It stated that " the dashing Captain 

P , who had recently left the rifles for the — light 

dragoons, and whose antipathy to the Peninsula had 
occupied the attention of both fashionable and military 
coteries, had solved the mystery last week, by eloping 
with a village beauty. The fugitives had headed north- 
ward — and the old vicar of A d was inconsolable." 

The paper fell from O'Connor's grasp. Mary Ho- 
ward was lost to him for ever — Mary ^Howard was a 
wife — the wife of his rival — his hated rival ! It was 
some time before he could collect his thoughts. He 
took the fragment up — the date was near six months 
back. She married, it would appear, immediately after 
he had sailed from England, and had been for months a 
matron, while he was nursing idle phantasies, and 
imagined her still free. He read the paragraph again— 
it was strange and incomprehensible. What necessity 
was there for an elopement 1 The old man would not 
oppose his daughter's happiness ; for Phillips had always 
been a favourite. Why was he inconsolable 1 Was it 
because Mary had obtained a protector 1 Pshaw—that 
conjecture was absurd. Some mystery was attached 
to the transaction, and O'Connor went to bed in all the 
wretchedness that an ardent passion, stripped of the 
last hope it dared to cherish, must undergo. 

Bodily wounds will heal. O'Connor recovered — but 
the ailment at the heart was irremediable. His spirits 
fled — he became reserved and dejected — and he who 
had been once regarded as a man who set fortune at 
defiance, appeared sinking beneath a fixed depression 
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that none could account for — as none could guess the 
cause. The gazette, issued after the battle of Orthez, 
reached the isolated cantonment of the wounded, and 
O'Connor was in the list, a lieutenant-colonel. He seem- 
ed to read his promotion with indifference, and the won- 
der of those about him was redoubled. 

Toulouse was fought. Soult made a last and despe- 
rate essay to arrest the British general in his victorious 
career; but that unnecessary expenditure of human 
life ended in a signal defeat, and added another laurel 
to the conqueror's wreath. An armistice, followed by 
a total cessation of hostilities, immediately succeeded. 
The Bourbons were restored, and Napoleon abdicated 
the throne of France to assume the mockery of royalty 
in Elba. 

At this period a medical officer of superor rank visited 
the outlying sick and wounded, who had necessarily 
remained at a distance from the scene of active opera- 
tions, to ascertain what portion of the sufferers it would 
be advisable to invalid and send home. Fortunately 
he was an intimate friend of the dispirited soldier; and, 
stopping in the same hut, he had an excellent opportu- 
nity of observing the malady of his patient. He quick- 
ly perceived that the mind and not the body was dis- 
eased ; and that to amuse his fancy and rouse O'Connor 
to exertion, would be the best means of speedily effect- 
ing a cure. Accordingly, he urged him to leave the 
village and repair to head-quarters — there obtain leave 
of absence, and ramble for a few months from place to 
place, wherever inclination led him. The advice was 
congenial to the feelings of the invalid — leave was 
readily granted — and as the continent was now open 
to travellers, the colonel, as we must call him for the 
future, set out for Switzerland, en route, to Italy. 

A very short time proved that the advice of his me- 
dical director had been judicious. O'Connor's health 
became rapidly established, and, better still, his mental 
quietude was once more restored. He now had school- 
ed his heart to submission, and learned to think of Ma- 
ry Howard as of one dead to hjm altogether. Of her 
total alienation no doubt remained, and consequently 
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idle hopes no longer obtruded themselves. O'Connor's 
cheerfulness returned ; and, to the delight of many of 
his old companions whom he occasionally encountered 
on the road, the gallant colonel became " himself again." 
He had been at this period four months a rambler, 
and only awaited the arrival of despatches he expected 
from England, to quit Rome, leave the continent, and 
turn his steps towards home. The packet came — he 
broke the seal impatiently — it contained several letters 
from his agent ; but what astonished him deeply was to 
find in the parcel one in the well-remembered hand- 
writing of his lost Mary. He unclosed it with a trem- 
bling hand — and his surprise increased while he read 
the following lines : 

" I have seen two events noticed in the papers, which 
have given me pain and pleasure — your name in the 
return of the wounded, and afterwards in the gazette, 
which contained the list of promotions after the battle 
of Toulouse. For some weeks I remained extremely 
wretched, until a paragraph in the Times relieved ray 
anxiety, by noticing you among those who were stated 
to be convalescent. I trust the health of my dear and 
valued friend is now completely re-established, and that 
his native air, to which the newspapers mention him as 
about to return, will effect a speedy cure, if such be not 
already completed. 

" At parting, you plighted me a brotherly regard, and 
bade me at all times freely and fearlessly confide in you. 
I am about to do so, O'Connor. Alas ! little did I im- 
agine then, how soon I should be obliged to remind you 
of that pledge, and by reposing confidence, obtain ad- 
vice. 

" I have none other but you, O'Connor, to whom I 
dare reply. My father and Captain Phillips have never 
met since I quitted my parent's house, and consented 
to what, under ordinary circumstances, would have 
been indelicate — a hurried and irregular marriage. But 
a stern necessity repaired this sacrifice of feeling. I 
owed it to my husband, and I submitted. 

"lam not well — afij to you I should blush to confess 

13* 
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It — 1 am not happy. Residing among strangers — 
estranged from my beloved father — the absences of 
Phillips are becoming longer every time he leaves me. 
Military duties call him frequently away ; and, as he 
says, the regiment is far too dissipated to permit me to 
accompany him to head-quarters. Yet this to me, 
strange as I am to worldly etiquette, appears most sin- 
gular ; for the colonel's wife and several ladies beside, 
are constantly resident with their husbands. 

" When we meet, O'Connor, I will open my whole 
heart to you. I am miserable — depressed — overwhelm- 
ed with horrible forebodings — doubts which I dare 
scarcely think of, and which my hand could never trace 
on paper. Possibly my situation dispirits me, and I 
harass myself with vain fears. God grant that it may 
be so ! — and I shall be too happy ! 

" Ere you arrive in England I shall in all probability 
fcave become a mother. If life is spared in that approach- 
ing trial — come to me. I have no bosom in which to 
confide my fears and sorrows but one — and that is 
yours — my more than brother ! 

44 Farewell, dear O'Connor. I am so weak and nerv- 
ous, that you will scarcely decipher what I write. Keep 
me in remembrance— and pity one, who loves you as 
sisters love. 

" Thine, most faithfully, 

"Mary E. Phillips." 

There was a postscript, giving the necessary direc- 
tions for finding her in London, and an expressed wish 
that their meeting might be soon. 

As O'Connor read the letter over, his brows darkened 
and a flush came over his pale cheek. He folded it again, 
and placed it in his pocket-book. 

"Yes, Mary, I will be with thee. Under all this 
mystery attendant on his marriage, Phillips has some 
villany concealed. Where was the necessity for an 
elopement? Why not present Mary to his regiment? 
The scoundrel means her false ; and she, poor artless 
dupe, at last suspects him. Let (Die see." He took the 
letter out, and examined the date and postmarks. It 
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was written two months since, and had followed him 
from place to place, until it found him at Rome. The 
delay was most vexatious. What would Mary think? 
No deliverer appearing — and even her appeal for months 
unnoticed. O'Connor summoned his servant, and is- 
sued orders for an immediate departure. 

44 Mary," he said, " I may not be able to redress thy 
wrongs, but I can avenge them. If that false villain has 
abused thy confidence, his blood shall wash the stain 
away — ay — if I dragged him from a sanctuary !" 

Within three hours Colonel O'Connor had left " the 
eternal city," and night and day hurried by express to 
England. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



ARRIVAL IN LONDON — A SCOUNDREL'S VILLANY CONFIRMED. 



Ophelia. I hope all will be well. We most be patient : but I 
cannot choose but weep. My brother shall know of it. 

Hamlet. 



No accident interrupted the colonel's journey, and in a 
shorter time than could have been anticipated, he reach- 
ed the British metropolis and drove to a west-end hotel. 
The evening was far advanced — he despatched a hasty 
dinner — and having inquired the direction of the ob- 
scure street where his still-beloved Mary resided, he de- 
termined to set out at once and find her without delay. 

While waiting for a coach, he threw his eyes careless- 
ly over a morning paper ; and with considerable satisfac- 
tion, read in the list of arrivals at a neighbouring hotel, 
the name of his gallant countryman, O'Brien, now, and 
most deservedly, a major. 

The address that Mary had given him in her long- 
delayed letter, was to a newly-built row of houses in 
the vicinity of the Regent's Park. Half an hour's driv- 
ing brought him to the place ; and having discharged 
the coach at the end of the street, he walked slowly 
down to find the number of the house. 

From the appearance of the buildings and the remote- 
ness of the situation — none of the numerous streets and 
terraces which environ the Park having then been erect- 
ed — O'Connor felt considerable surprise, that this lonely 
and insulated outskirt should have been selected by a 
man of fashion for the residence of his lady. He found 
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the number — opened a wicket that led to the hall-door, 
through a small shrubbery separated from the road by 
a paling — and stood before the humble dwelling of her 
whose beauty might have adorned a palace. There 
was no light from any window save one in the base- 
ment story, and after pausing for a minute to collect 
his thoughts, he knocked gently at the door. The can- 
dle disappeared from the room below — then beamed 
through the fanlight of the hall — and a woman's voice 
next moment inquired who he was and what he want- 
ed 1 On asking for Mrs. Phillips, the door was instant- 
ly unclosed ; and the owner of the house, a decent and 
elderly person, held the Jjght up to examine the features 
of the late visiter. Accidentally, the cloak in which he 
had wrapped himself fell back from O'Connor's face. 
The woman screamed — " Can it be possible ?" she ex- 
claimed. " Good God ! it is her long expected brother !" 
She invited the stranger to come in — closed the hall- 
door — and conducted him into a clean but plainly-fur- 
nished parlour. 

" Alas ! colonel" — she continued — " It is no wonder 
I was astonished. I never expected to have seen you 
—nor did the dear lady herself. For many a weary 
week she looked daily for a letter from abroad ; and 
when any was delivered at the door, her first inquiry 
was whether it bore a foreign postmark 1 At last, poor 
soul, she began to despair, and when the postman's 
knock was heard in the street, she would sigh heavily 
and murmur, * Ah ! he has letters for every one but me 
— and even my brother has forgotten me !' " 

" Damnation !" exclaimed O'Connor passionately. 
« What mischief that infernal delay has caused ! I 
know, my good woman, the letter that was expected; 
but the lady's only reached me ten days ago, and I 
have travelled night and day since I received it." 

"How unfortunate!" she replied. "Had you but 
seen how bitterly the disappointment wounded her,' you 
would have pitied her as I did. For hours together she 
would gaze upon your picture." 

" My picture !" 

" Ay— and it was so like you too. I knew you at 



~d 



154 THE BIVOUAC. 



the first glance, though in your picture you are dressed 
in green." 

44 But where — where is she ?" 

The woman wiped away a tear. 

" Alas ! it is sorry tidings for a brother. She is gone 
home to" — and she paused. 

" Go on — go on — for God's sake." 

44 To die 1" 

44 Die ! — Oh, no — impossible ! She was in all the 
bloom of youth, and health was painted on her rosy 
cheek, when I left her but a year ago." 

41 Ah ! that year I suspect has done the mischief, sir. 
I fear, poor lady, health and happiness during that short 
period were lost." 

44 But when did she go 1 — where to ?— -with whom 1 
Speak — I am in torture !" 

44 Her father — God pity him, poor old man !— came 
for her about ten days ago. They set out by easy 
stages for his vicarage in a carriage, and the nurse and 
baby, with her trunks, went by the mail. A strange 
dark-complexioned woman, who visited her constantly 
when Captain Phillips was away — and latterly he was 
seldom here — travelled with her as a nurse-tender !" 

44 A dark woman !" 

44 Ay— dark as a gipsy ; but she was too handsome 
and well-dressed to be one. I suppose she was some 
foreigner." 

44 Was the lady long your lodger T' 

44 Nearly six months. She came here a fortnight 
before her confinement. The captain took the lodg- 
ings." 

44 Her confinement. Is the child living ?" 

44 Yes — and a lovely boy as ever eyes looked upon. 
He was baptized by her father, at the poor lady's re- 
quest, the day before they left. It was, alas ! a. me- 
lancholy christening. I thought I would never weep 
so nluch, but I could not help it ; for the mother, while 
the babe was named, sobbed as if her heart was break- 
ing." 

44 What was the child called V 1 asked the stranger, in 
a broken voice. 
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14 Edward O'Connor," replied the woman. " How 
pale you look, colonel ! Do sit down" — and she handed 
him a chair. 

" Tell me, and as briefly as you can," said the stran- 
ger, " all you know of my poor sister since she became 
your inmate." 

" Willingly, colonel. I need hold nothing back from 
you ; for it is already written to you by the lady." 

" Written." 

" Ay — I have the letter locked up in my desk, and 
will give it to you presently." 

" Well, your tale, my good friend. All that befel my 
sister — keep nothing from me." 

44 1 will not indeed, colonel" — and taking a chair, the 
hostess thus continued : 

44 It was in the beginning of winter that Captain 
Phillips drove here in a hackney-coach, and looked at 
the lodgings. He inquired particularly if they were 
very private ; and on my assuring him that they were, 
at once engaged them. Two days afterwards he came 
here with your sister; and here the dear lady con- 
tinued until she left this, I fear, for the grave." The 
good-hearted woman burst into tears, and the soldier 
was deeply affected. Presently she resumed her story : 

44 1 never saw so lovely a creature as the lady on the 
day she took possession of her apartments ! but, alas ! 
too soon her looks changed — her spirits fled — and I 
saw that she was unhappy. The captain, at first, sel- 
dom remained from home a second night, but gradually 
he became less domestic, and latterly, and for whole 
weeks together, was absent from the lodgings. I saw 
that his letters began to pain her. Often they were 
thrown aside half read ; and often, when I went into 
the room silently, I surprised the dear sufferer perusing 
them in tears, or gazing sorrowfully on your picture, 
colonel ! At last the captain seldom stopped a second 
day at home ; and during the whole period of her con- 
finement he never visited her but once. 

44 The dark lady I told you of became now your 
sister's only companion ; but it was plain that she was 
no favourite with Captain Phillips, for the servant had 
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strict orders, when she was with her mistress, to ap- 
prize them of her husband's approach, if his tilbury 
should by chance drive up. There was indeed little 
fear of his surprising them together — for during the last 
six weeks that she remained here, he never was in this 
house but once. 

" That once I never shall forget ; for that dreadful 
visit will cause the lady's death. God forgive me if I 
wrong him ! She had only left her room a few days 
—-of course she was weak and nervous, and little able 
to support the interview that followed. The captain 
came ; and as he did always when intending to remain, 
he sent his gig and servant away. They dined — he 
appeared unusually agreeable; and she, poor thing, 
happier than I had for a long time observed her. An 
hour afterwards a wild shriek startled me ! I was sit- 
ting in the apartment underneath this one — ran up in 
terror — and on the stairs encountered Captain Phillips. 
He passed me — flung the hall door open, and ran down 
the street as if a robber were behind him. The shriek 
was again repeated — the lady's attendant called loudly 
for assistance — I flew to the drawing-room, and found 
your sister in convulsions. Her sufferings, oh, God ! 
how terrible they were ! The physician was called in, 
and the dark lady sent for — both remained the whole 
night beside her ; and from that moment she drooped 
like a withered flower, until she was conveyed from 
this by her heart-broken parent, to fill an untimely 
grave. I cannot, must not deceive you, colonel — your 
sister's case is hopeless." 

In deep attention O'Connor listened to the detail of 
Mary Howard's sufferings. That Phillips had in some 
way wrought her ruin and abandoned her was certain ; 
and Ellen's prophecy was painfully recalled. As the 
landlady's narrative proceeded, curses escaped between 
his clenched teeth, and more than once he leaped in a 
storm of passion from the chair. The owner of the 
house retired for a few minutes, and brought in a pack- 
et sealed and addressed to " Colonel O'Connor." The 
writing was Mary's- 1 — but the characters were almost 
illegible, and bore evidence to the feebleness of the 
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hand that traced them. Had he wanted any other 
proof that the packet came from his lost love, the device 
upon the seal would have been sufficient It was the 
impression of an antique ring that he had found buried 
in the sands when assisting the engineers in throwing 
up a field-work in Egypt, and which, in happier days, 
he had prevailed on Mary to accept. The landlady 
lighted another candle, and would have retired from the 
room to leave the soldier to peruse his beloved one's 
epistle — but O'Connor hesitated to break the envelope ; 
and he who had led a storming party to the breach, 
trembled to unclose a lady's letter. 

He bade the good woman a hasty farewell — threw 
himself into the coach — returned to the hotel— retired 
to his room — locked the door — and there read the ruin 
of the most spotless victim who ever fell a sacrifice to 
the machinations of a heartless profligate ! 
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CHAPTER XV. 



MEMOIR OF A KUIKED BEAUTY. 



A tale so sad ! a maid of noble birth 

By solemn vows seduced — abandoned — left 

To shame and anguish ! 

* « * * * * 

* He was a villain ! 

Prayers, sighs, tears, oaths — nothing was spared to win her. 

She listened and believed. 

****** 

Adklgitha. I'll meet him — 

Sink at his feet — bathe them with tears — implore him 

To spare a ruined wretch ; and if he spams 

Me and my griefs — 

Claudia. What wilt thou then ? 

Adklgitha. Die ! — die, Claudia, die ! 

M. 6. Lewis. 

My hand trembles — at times my purpose fails — and 
I know not how to begin the sad and disgraceful dis- 
closure. I have waited week after week for an answer 
to my letter. None came and you are dead, or I 
deemed worthless. O'Connor, you shall never know 
what I felt after you had left me. That secret goes 
with me to the grave, and, with my imprudence, both 
will be there shortly forgotten. 

I have a strong conviction that we shall never meet 
in this world, though Ellen assures me that we shall ; 
and I cannot go to another and a better Being, without 
assuring you, my valued friend, that in all save worldly 
experience I have nothing with which to reproach my- 
self—and that I have,- alas ! been sinned against, and 

not sinning. 

****** 

I am weaker to-day. Two things alone require 
an explanation — my marriage, and my abandonment. 
While strength lasts I must make an effort, and give 
you a brief detail of both. 
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After your embarcation, Phillips visited at my father's, 
an acknowledged and accepted suitor. None could be 
more ardent — none more respectful. A distant day 
was named for our union ; and, at his own request, the 
ceremony was to be performed with as little parade as 
could be. 

As the time drew near, Phillips redoubled his atten- 
tions ; and while his professions of regard were unaba- 
ted, I thought I could occasionally discover a suppressed 
uneasiness that he appeared anxious to conceal. At 
last I ventured to hint my suspicions. He seemed 
mortified ; but by degrees admitted that my fears were 
true, and promised to repose full confidence in me on 
the morrow. 

We strolled out next day — turned into a retired fo- 
rest-walk — and there Phillips freely unbosomed him- 
self. He had an old and singularly-tempered uncle. 
He was dying — the disease hopeless — a few months 
must bring him to the grave — and Phillips was heir to 
his large estates. It was the old man's fancy that his 
successor should form a titled alliance. Phillips had 
evaded matrimony hitherto, and he endeavoured to 
amuse the dying invalid with hopes which probably he 
should never live long enough to see overturned. His 
actions, he added, were vigilantly observed — he had 
grasping kinsmen jealous of the regard the old man 
evinced, and they would gladly seize any opportunity 
to ruin him with his wealthy relative. Our marriage, 
he feared, would afford the desired means. He cared 
not for himself. Of that he had already given the 
strongest proof, by quitting his regiment rather than 
leave the woman he adored, and thus exposing himself 
to the most offensive imputations that could be attached 
to a soldier's name. This he had endured without a 
murmur; and he was prepared now to sacrifice his 
brilliant prospects, and show how ardent and disinte- 
rested his love was. I listened to him with pain. I 
had no fortune — and Phillips' passion for me must cost 
him a rich inheritance. I urged him to postpone our 
marriage, and wait until circumstances would admit 
our union taking place, without the ruinous cons©- 
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quences which must attend it now. But he was re- 
solved that no delay should intervene. Fame he had 
already sacrificed — and let fortune follow. I hinted 
that our marriage might possibly be kept from the 
knowledge of his uncle ; but Phillips, with a melancholy 
smile, replied, that there was an espionage over all he 
did, which would render the concealment of a public 
ceremony utterly impossible. Suddenly, and as if a 
ray of hope flashed across his mind, his eyes brighten- 
ed, and he exclaimed — " Yes, Mary, there is a chance 
— nay, a certainty of averting the ruin which the old 
man's anger would entail upon us. Mary, I must 
prove your love. Dare you trust yourself with him 
who so devotedly adores you ; and waving for a month 
or two a public ceremonial, wed me privately V* 

I started ! " Oh — no, no, Phillips. I will share your 
poverty, if poverty is to be the price of loving ; but if I 
consented to such a step, even you would afterwards 
despise me."—" Oh, Mary !" he replied, " how little do 
you know my heart. Were it possible that the feelings 
with which I regard you could be increased, that con- 
fidence would make me love you more devotedly." 
Why, O'Connor, weary you with the pleadings of spe- 
cious artifice. I yielded a reluctant consent, and on the 
third night set off for Scotland with the deceiver. 

We travelled rapidly for two days, and reached the 
frontier safely. There was no one to interrupt our 
journey; for my poor father was so utterly confounded 
when my flight was communicated to him on the next 
morning after I had eloped, that for many days his fa- 
culties appeared suspended, and at times his intellects 
seemed wandering. Late on the second evening we 
crossed the border, as Phillips told me ; and in the pri- 
vate chamber of an obscure public-house, a sort of ce- 
remony was performed by a man whose features were 
concealed in the twilight — a ring placed upon my 
finger — a scrawl, purporting to be a marriage certifi- 
cate, presented to me — and I was assured that I was 
duly married according to the forms required by the 
Scottish church. That such was the case I firmly be- 
lieved. I had heard that these ceremonies were strange 
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and hurried — no suspicion of practised deceit lurked 
within my breast — not a doubt disturbed me, but the 
consciousness that a father's feelings had been sacri- 
ficed to a husband's interest ; but I had the consolation 
of thinking that a few months would convince my pa- 
rent that I had yielded to necessity alone, and that my 
filial affection was unchanged and unchangeable. 

We arrived in London, and the same consideration 
that rendered a private marriage indispensable, required 
us to live in the strictest retirement. To every wish that 
Phillips expressed, I submitted without a murmur. We 
resided in obscure lodgings, and excepting when we 
walked into the fields in the evening, or visited the thea- 
tres closely muffled up, I never left the house. This 
change from the life of exercise which I had previously 
led, began to affect my health ; but I kept it from my 
husband, and waited patiently until the necessity for 
all concealment should terminate. 

That time came. Phillips had been away for a week, 
and every post brought fresh excuses for his absence. 
No letter came that day, and of coarse I expected him 
at night ; and while I counted the hours until he should 
arrive, I strove to while them away by reading. An 
evening paper was brought in. I took it up — turned 
to the deaths and marriages— and in the obituary the 
first name recorded was that of his dreaded relative ! 
I flung the paper down. Here, then, my trial ended— 
concealment was no longer necessary — mystery was 
over. I should be an acknowledged wife — restored to 
the arms of my father — and — proud and happy thought 
—a few months privacy and suffering would be re- 
warded "by a life of love ; and he, whom a sacrifice 
of feeling had saved from disinheritance, would repay 
it by an enduring attachment. Oh, God ! how rudely 
was this dream dispelled I— how cruelly those hopes 
blasted ! 

^^ ^^ ^p i^ ^^ 

I am fainter — feebler — daily. I must hasten with 
my sorrowful disclosure, or life will ebb away before 
the tale of my wrongs is told. Phillips was thunder- 
struck at the discovery : and, in his endeavours to 

14* 
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elude my questioning, for the first time excited suspi- 
cions, which every day confirmed. Conscious how 
grossly he had wronged the being who had loved " not 
wisely, but too well," he became reserved, and some- 
times peevish and unkind. The slightest allusion to 
our marriage, any expression of surprise at the con- 
tinued concealment in which we lived, irritated and 
annoyed him ; and, before my child was born, he ap- 
peared happy when any excuse offered him a plea for 
being absent. 

I was confined — my baby saw the light — no father 
prayed beside his daughter's couch, — no husband cheer- 
ed her sinking spirits during the hour of suffering. 
Alas ! alas ! the truth was too apparent — I was no 
longer an object of the love of him who ruined me ! 

* * * * m 

Feeble — and feebler still — my trembling fingers now 
hold a pen with difficulty. I am hastening to the grave ; 
and when you return to England, O'Connor, the narrow 
house will be my abiding-place. 

I should have sank under my afflictions, or lost my 
reason, had not a humble, but faithful friend, watched 
over me as a mother tends the dying infant — that per- 
son was Ellen the gipsy. She seldom left me— when 
I desponded she cheered me up — and when I aban- 
doned hope, and became nearly crazed, she placed my 
ill-starred baby in my arms, and asked me, would I re- 
pay his innocent smiles by robbing him of his mother. 
She seemed to possess a spell to rouse me in my lowest 

mood, and almost reconcile me to life. 

***** 

Three weeks had passed — Phillips had been all that 
time with his regiment, if one or two of his short, cold 
billets spoke truth — and, though Canterbury was so 
near, he could not obtain leave to visit his wife and 
child. Ellen was unusually grave. Some new mis- 
fortune was impending. What could it be ? My father 
—was he ill — sick — dead? I asked the gipsy, but she 
assured me he was well, and hinted, in her own dark 
and mystic way, that I might see him before long. 
That moment the postman knocked — the maid brought 
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up a letter — it was from my husband, and couched in 
much warmer term3 than those in which his notes had 
latterly been worded — it intimated his intention of being 
with me that day for dinner. 

Ellen read the billet over. She looked at me — perused 
the letter again — and muttered, " Too kind to be sin- 
cere — lady, be firm — prepare for a surprise — and it x 
may not be one from which pleasure comes." 

•• I cannot be more wretched, Ellen, than I am. Let 
it come — I am too miserable to heed it." 

The gipsy shook her head ; and, as she hated Phillips, 
left the house immediately. 

He came — I heard his step upon the stairs — my heart 
beat violently — but, oh ! how different the feeling was 
from the throb of delight with which, a few months 
since, I listened for a lover's return ! He kissed me 
tenderly — asked for our boy — took the child in his arms 
— gazed on it as a father looks upon his first-born, 
and— 

" Sad proof in peril, and in pain, 
How late will lover's hope remain" — 

I thought some blessed influence had touched his heart, 
and that I should regain a husband — my boy, a father. 

When dinner was removed, Phillips filled a glass of 
wine, urged me to drink it, and exhibited a show of 
fondness that half confirmed the happy change, which, 
as I fancied, my good angel had brought about. He 
placed himself beside me on the sofa ; and as his arm en- 
circled me and his hand pressed mine, he said, in the 
soft and winning tone he could so artfully assume, 

" Mary I have much to confess, and you have much 
to pardon. I have been latterly inattentive, unkind, 
apparently indifferent; but when all is told, you will 
pity and forgive me." 

I burst into tears. 

M Alas ! Phillips, I have suffered much ; but could I 
only reclaim that truant heart of thine, no allusion to 
the past should ever escape my lips, and I would think 
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of nothing but the joyous change that had again re- 
placed me in the affections of an alienated husband." 

" Ah ! Mary," he said, " I have been apparently un- 
kind ; but I, too, have been unhappy. I have destroyed 
myself by play, and nothing but one act can save me 
from perdition. You are the arbitress of my fate !" 

"77 say, what can I^dol We must live humbly, 
Phillips. Ah! I partly understand you. These lodg- 
ings are too expensive"— 

" Damnation !" he exclaimed. " No, no, Mary. I'll 
change you to a residence more fitted for beauty like 
yours to dwell in — a carriage — an establishment — every 
thing which that gentle heart can long for — all shall be 
yours !" 

I stared at him, and shuddered. I feared that mis- 
fortune had unsettled his brain. A ruined man talking 
as he did, savoured of insanity. 

" Phillips, I am contented where I am. All I ask for 
is your undivided love." 

•* And have there not been times when you would 
have wished yourself once more free 1" 

" There have," I replied. " When I thought I had 
outlived your affection, then I bitterly lamented the ac- 
cident that made us first acquainted." 

" Well, well — I have been imprudent — I stand upon 
the brink of ruin — and yet one step places me almost 
beyond the reach of fortune, and secures opulence for 
you, Mary, and a noble provision for your infant." 

I was lost in amazement, and waited in breathless 
anxiety for what would follow. 

" Our marriage was somewhat hurried and informal, 
Mary." 

" Oh, yes, Phillips. Often do I repent that I wanted 
resolution to be unkind, and determination to refuse 
your suit, until we might have married without this 
lowering concealment." 

" The world believe," he continued carelessly, " that 
we are not wedded." 

" Oh, God ! how dreadful must that suspicion be to 
you. How insulting, Phillips, to know, that the repu- 
tation of a stainless wife, the legitimacy of a guiltless 
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infant, are questioned from the necessity of a clandes- 
tine ceremony !" 

44 Mary, you have made one sacrifice — another would 
render me the happiest of men ; for it will enable me to 
place you, where beauty and gentleness like yours de- 
serve to be — in luxury and splendour." 

" I cannot comprehend your meaning, Phillips." 

"Hear me calmly, Mary" — and he appeared to be 
making a strong effort to gain courage for an embar- 
rassing explanation. " I am, as I have told you, ruined. 
I have play-debts in themselves of no great amount — 
but to me, without any resource to meet them, destruc- 
tive as if they reached above the income of a monarch. 
One of those dull creatures, chosen by the blind caprice 
of fortune to bear the weight of wealth, has fancied me 
as the person on whom she would lavish her riches ; 
and no barrier stands between me and a noble inde- 
pendence, but our hasty and irregular engagement." 

I nearly fainted ; but I held up, and strove to sustain 
my sinking strength. 

44 Hasty and irregular engagement !" I replied. " Mean 
you our marriage by that term, Phillips V* 

" Ay — if you please to call it so." 

" Call it so !" I exclaimed. " What name besides 
should a solemn ceremony — " 

" Pish !" he replied. " There was no solemnity in 

it" 

" No, there was none indeed — but in Scotland — " 

44 Mary, we were never eighty miles from where you 
are at present." 

Great God ! — a sudden conviction of treachery rushed 
upon my mind, and I passionately exclaimed-—' 4 Who 7 
— who performed the — " 

Phillips mustered resolution to unmask the whole. 

44 A broken billiard marker was the priest, my own 
servant the witness, and you and I, Mary, are free as 
air !" 

I remember nothing more — a wild shriek burst from 
me — darkness shut every object out — I tottered, and 

fell upon the carpet ! 

***** 
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I recovered my senses. Ellen plucked me from the 
jaws of death, and for my deserted baby's sake I strove 
to live. I wrote to Phillips. The letter was, I suppose, 
the effusion of a mind half crazed — and a cool and 
guarded reply was returned. It spoke of " our engage- 
ment" as " a foolish affair," and professed a readiness 
on the writer's part to settle a comfortable annuity on 
me, and a fitting provision on the infant. This insult 
almost brought me to the grave. Again I rallied — 
again I wrote to my destroyer. The appeal was to 
his feelings, and humbly worded, as the supplication 
of a wretch who begs a moment's respite from the 
headsman. The answer — for one was sent — told me 
that our correspondence must cease — that in another 
month he should be married — assured me that my 
father was ready to receive me with open arms, and 
confessed that he had intercepted the numerous letters 

which the heart-broken old man had written. 

* * * * * 

I wrote to my parent. Ellen guided my hand, for I 
was too nervous, without assistance, to scrawl the few 
lines I did. The kindest — the tenderest reply that ever 
a fond father addressed to fin erring child, came to me 
by the following post. He would have hastened to me 
instantly, but wished to apprize me a day or two before 
hi3 arrival, lest our meeting might be too sudden, and 

a surprise should injure me. 

* * * * * 

He is come. Fhave wept upon his bosom, and I 
shall set out with my heart-broken father, to die beneath 
the roof where years of peace and innocence glided 
calmly by. You will scarcely read my writing — nerves 
and strength momently grow weaker. Now, O'Con- 
nor, I have to prefer my last — my dying request. My 
boy in a few days will be motherless ; and, worse than 
honest-born orphanage, the stain of illegitimacy will be 
affixed upon his guiltless name. Will you, for my 

sake, forget the father, and protect the child ? 

* * * * * 

He is named after you, and to-morrow I set out for 
the vicarage. Phillips is on a visit with his bride's 
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brother, not forty miles from Ashfield ! Is not this un- 
feeling t They are to be married in a fortnight. Another 
week or two would have seen me in the grave, and 
surely he might have waited for that ! No matter — a 

little longer, and my earthly trials shall have ended. 

» * * # # 

" O'Connor, farewell. The last blessing of one who 
in death owns her love, is yours. Remember, I consign 
my boy to you. We shall never meet here. The flame 
of life is smouldering fast away. God for ever bless and 
guard you, is the dying prayer of 

Mary E. Howard. 

London, — 8th, 1§14. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE HOUSE OF DEATH. 

Guiscard. Why weep, and hide thy face ? 
Turn to thy Guiscard, — turn to him who loves thee. 

Adelqitha. Thou lov'st me ! Oh ! repeat those blessed sounds ! 

Guiscard. Canst thou doubt my love ? 

Adelgitha. Still lov'st me — Still! 

Pronounce that word— "Still ! still!" 

M. G. Lewis. 

A fine spring evening had set in, when a chaise and 
four horses were seen descending the long hill, over 
which the London road to Ashfield passes. The pace 
at which the drivers went was unusually fast, and a few 
minutes would bring them to the end of their journey, 
if the village was the intended resting-place. Suddenly 
the postboys pulled op — a traveller left the carriage — 
and while his companion kept his seat, and proceeded 
towards the inn, the stranger walked forward, and turn- 
ing off the common into a narrow green lane, approach- 
ed " the village preacher's modest mansion." 

An unbroken stillness reigned around. No busy hum 
—no joyous laugh told that rural labour was proceeding. 
The house itself had a sombre and deserted look ; and 
the cawing of the rooks, perched upon the top branches 
of the sycamores that surrounded the dwelling, seemed 
to the traveller melancholy beyond expression. 

The stranger was wrapped closely in a blue cloak ; 
but his air and step were too soldierly to be mistaken. 
He stopped for a moment at the entrance of the parson- 
age — then raised the muffled knocker — and the door 
was promptly opened by a female attendant. 

In a low and broken voice he made an inquiry, which 
was answered by a mute inclination of the head. " Is 
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she still living ?" the stranger murmured in a whisper. 
•• Yes : but her sufferings, poor lady, are nearly ended." 
Farther conversation was interrupted by the appearance 
of a stout dark wqpan, who touched the soldier's cloak, 
and gliding into an adjoining room, beckoned him to 
follow. 

The meeting between O'Connor and the gipsy — for 
these were the persons — was affectionate as it was 
melancholy. Ellen leaned upon his shoulder ; and, while 
her dark eyes were moist with sorrow, she informed 
him that Mary Howard was in the last extremity, and 
that the heart which he had sought so ardently, in a few 
hours would cease to throb. Not a shadow of hope ex- 
isted — the sufferer's strength was sinking momently; 
but, though the frame was feeble, her mental energies 
were unimpaired, and, in perfect conciousness of ap- 
proaching dissolution, she awaited " the spirit's parting 
from its house of clay," with all the holy calmness of an 
expiring martyr. 

From the commencement to the close of her illness, 
the gipsy mentioned that she had spoken incessantly of 
her rejected lover. He appeared the engrossing object 
of her whole thoughts ; and when she wished that the 
span of existence might be lengthened but a little longer, 
it was only in the hope that she should see him, whom 
she valued so dearly, before the final struggle terminated. 
In her present exhaustion, whether a parting interview 
might be hazarded was doubtful — instant dissolution 
might ensue ; and Ellen left the unhappy soldier to him- 
self, while she went to Mary's chamber to ascertain if 
she might communicate by degrees the news of his un- 
expected return. 

When left alone, the soldier cast a melancholy look 
around the apartment. It was the same in which his 
last interview with Mary had taken place. All in that 
chamber brought her to his recollection as she was then, 
bright and lovely — the rosy hue of health upon her 
cheek— the glow of reciprocated passion flushing in her 
bosom. What was she now ? Oh, God ! that beauty 
had vanished like a dream, and a false love had wither- 

tol. n. 15 
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ed that heart which then had cherished it with such 
tenderness ! 

O'Connor's meditations were speedily interrupted — a 
female servant whispered him to follow her. Silently 
he ascended the stairs — the maid opened a chamber- 
door — and pointing to a chair within, signed to the 
stranger that he should enter and sit down. 

It was the apartment in which Mary Howard was 
dying. The light was partially obscured, and the dis- 
position of the bed-curtains such, as to enable O'Connor, 
unseen himself, to look upon the faded countenance of 
the lost one. Her father had just risen from his knees, 
where he had been engaged in silent prayer ; and the 
gipsy stood beside the bed, with her dark and brilliant 
eyes bent upon the sufferer, as if to watch the expected 
change that was to harbinger immediate dissolution. 
One thing struck O'Connor as remarkable ; though the 
voice was weak and tremulous, and the delivery of what 
she uttered unusually slow, every syllable that passed 
the lips of the dying beauty was distinct and audible. 

" Has the post come in yet, Ellen ?" was the first ques- 
tion of the invalid. 

" Yes, my dear." 

" And no letter from abroad ?" 

" None, love :" replied the gipsy. 

" Ah ! Ellen, for once your prophecies have failed :" 
said the sufferer, with a feeble smile. 

" No, my sweet love, they have not. O'Connor is re- 
turning, and you will live to see him." 

" Ha ! Is — is his ship upon the sea, Ellen ?" 

" His voyage is ended — your letter only reached him 
a few days ago — and your adopted brother is already 
in England." 

" Then, Heaven, I thank thee !" and she raised her 
still bright eyes upwards. "Ellen, thou wouldst not 
deceive me. When, when shall I see him )" 

" Alas ! love, you are too weak — too nervous. See, 
how the mention of his very name has brought that 
hectic to your cheek. You would agitate yourself." 

" No, no, Ellen, I have more strength than you. all 
suppose. I would only consign my boy to his protec- 
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tion, and bid him a last farewell. Where is he 1 Is he 
in the village 1" 

44 He is near you, Mary ; and only waits until you are 
calm enough to see him." 

While this short and painful scene was passing, 
O'Connor's emotion became far too powerful to be sup- 
pressed. Tears stole down his sunburnt cheeks, and a 
stifled sob escaped involuntarily. The quick ear of the 
dying girl heard it. 

" Hush !" she said ; " that convulsive sigh came not 
from a woman's bosom. Art thou near me, O'Connor 1" 

The gipsy gave a signal that he might approach — the 
soldier moved softly forward, and sank down beside the 
bed, to prevent sudden surprise. He took the attenuated 
hand that lay upon the coverlet gently in his own, while 
the gipsy bent over the village beauty, and whispered 
that her long-expected brother was kneeling beside her. 

44 Ha ! Ellen. Is the hand that holds mine his ?" 

44 Yea, dearest. Did 1 not tell you he was near thee V 9 

44 How happy then shall my last moments be !" she 
said with animation. "Edward, come round, that I 
may see you better. Fear nothing, Ellen, I will be 
calm — indeed I will. 1 am far stronger than you all 
believe me." 

O'Connor obeyed her wish, and placed himself on a 
chair beside her. The old man wrung his hand in 
silence. At the invalid's request, the attendants left the 
room; her father followed them; and none remained 
beside the bed of death, but the soldier and the gipsy. 

" Are we alone, Ellen 7" the sufferer muttered. 

" Yes, love ; there are none here but the colonel and 
myself" 

44 Open the curtains, Ellen, and let me see that face 
which I prayed so fervently to look on ere I died." 

She was obeyed, while O'Connor leaned over her pil- 
low, and gently laid his lips to hers. She fixed her 
eyes upon him with a smile, and with her fingers parted 
the grizzled hair that covered his forehead, and partially 
concealed the sword-cut that traversed it. 

44 It is a fearful scar !" she murmured. " Your cheek 
is darker too ; ay, and your hair turned gray. One year, 
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Edward, has changed us both. And did you hasten 
home, as Men says, when you received my long-delay- 
ed letter *" 

"I did, Mary. I hurried hither to avenge your 
wrongs, and — " 

*• What 1" she inquired eagerly. 

" Take you to this bosom for ever, and prove how 
imperishable my love was." 

" Oh, no, no, O'Connor. Had I lived, Should I have 
been an object for a brave man's heart to centre in ? I 
— humbled — debased — deserted. But you pitied—" 

" And loved you, Mary, more tenderly than ever !" 

" Then I did not forfeit your good opinion. Thank 
God ! that consolation is left. None, save that Omnis- 
cient Being, knows how artfully I was beset — how in- 
nocently I fell." 

She paused — gained fresh strength — and thus con- 
tinued : 

"lam dying happily. No care but one remains — my 
child— my child !" 

"He's mine, Mary — mine from this hour. Father 
never attended to his offspring more faithfully than I 
shall watch over my adopted heir." 

"Thanks — thanks! Ellen, tell the nurse to bring 
Edward O'Connor to his father" — and at the name a 
faint smile played for an instant across her pallid features. 
The infant came — and as if in mockery of the scene of 
death, his rosy cheek was dimpled with a smile, as he 
gazed around, and looked as if those he saw were happy. 
The dying mother signed to the nurse to place him in 
the soldier's arms. 

" He is yours, O'Connor. Come, let me for the last 
time kiss the adopted child, and him who has become 
the orphan's father." 

The soldier stooped down — the infant's lips touched 
those of Mary Howard. 

"Farewell, my boy — farewell, my brother!" she said, 
in a voice so feeble that it could scarcely be understood. 
Suddenly her head fell back upon the pillow. The gip- 
sy raised it gently, and whispered, " you are weak, my 
love !" 
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No answer was returned-— one long deep sigh es- 
caped. 

•* Help !" exclaimed the soldier. " She is dying !" 

44 Hush !" returned the gipsy. " Tis over — Mary 
Howard is dead !"— as she replaced her head upon the 
pillow, and folding her arms, gazed upon the departed 
beauty. 

44 'Tis ended !" she continued. " No mortal treache- 
ry can reach thee now. Soft be thy rest, sweet one ! 
Even thy innocence could not escape the villany of the 
world." Then turning to O'Connor, who continued 
gazing on the pale corpse : " Colonel, this is no place 
for you. Vengeance belongs to man — to wail for the 
departed is a woman's office." 

The soldier started. 

44 Ha ! I understand you, Ellen ! One moment of 
weakness — and it is the last !" 

He stooped down, and laid his lips to those that had 
once been so beautiful. 

44 'Tis the last time" — he murmured. " Cold — ay, cold 
already." 

A sudden gleam of light flashed upon the pale corpse 
—the soldier noticed it. 

44 Mary, my lost one ! Before that sun sets a second 
time, another shall be as cold as thou art !" 

He said — rushed from the room — and with rapid 
strides was seen hurrying from the house of death. 
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CHAPTER XVH. 



THE HOUSE OF FEA8TING AN UNWELCOME VISITER. 

Ay, seize the present hour ! Ere long I'll dash 
Your cup of joy with bitter. 

Adelqitha. 

Birthless villains tread on the neck of the brave and the 
long-descended. 

Rob Rot. 

Sir, your fortune's ruin'd if you are not married. 

Sheridan. 

The scene is changed — the house of mourning is de- 
serted, and where our story passes to there was joy 
and revelry, for on the third morning the heiress of 
Bewley Hall was to become a bride. 

Nothing was talked of for many a mile around, but 
the splendour and display that was to distinguish this 
important event. A numerous company had been invit- 
ed to be present at the ceremony, and a number of the 
guests had already arrived at the Hall. 

Mr. Harman, the present owner of Bewley Hall, and 
father to the bride elect, was one of those lucky in- 
dividuals on whom fortune showers her favours. He 
had gone to India a needy man — and the child of hum- 
ble parents, he had nothing to trust to but his own un- 
assisted exertions. With neither money or patronage 
to introduce him to the road to riches, as it frequently 
falls out, he contrived to find the path himself; and in 
his prosperous career, outstripped those who had started 
on the same course with the adventitious aid of opulence 
and family connexion. In five-and-thirty years he 
amassed an enormous fortune, returned to England, 



THE BIVOUAC. 175 

purchased the mansion of a ruined noble, accumulated 
property of every kind ; and he who in boyhood had 
driven his father's bread-cart round the country, mixed 
with the proudest in the land ; and, anxious to veil in 
oblivion his lowly origin, he intrigued with ministers for 
a title, and looked forward to see his once humble name 
enrolled among the peers of Britain. 

There are alloys generally found even in the most 
brilliant instances of worldly prosperity. Mr. Harman 
was vain and ambitious. He had achieved a fortune, 
and he would fain have been the founder of a family; 
but he had no son — no male heir to continue his name. 
He was the father of a daughter. In early life his first 
worldly advancement was obtained by forming an ''alli- 
ance with the widow of a cotton planter. She was the 
offspring of a native woman ; and unluckily, the only 
issue of his marriage, the heiress of Bewley Hall, exhi- 
bited in features and complexion .incontestable evidence 
of the Indian source from which she was so immediately 
descended. 

Still Mr. Harman might have partially obtained the 
object he ambitioned, by forming an aristocratic alliance 
for his daughter. There were enough of poor and sor- 
did titles ready to be bartered for even a portion of his 
wealth. But in this design he was fated to meet a dis- 
appointment. It pleased his daughter to fancy for her 
husband a person who had little save fashion and good 
looks to recommend him ; and after idly attempting to 
combat the caprice of an obstinate girl, the old nabob 
yielded a reluctant consent. The day for the ceremony 
was named, and magnificent preparations made to give 
that eclat to the wedding, which an eastern millionaire 
so dearly delights in. 

A splendid dinner had been just removed — the dessert 
was placed upon the table — the servants left the room— 
and the wine circulated freely. In honour of the joy- 
ous occasion of this merry meeting, the countenances 
of the guests were clothed in smiles ; and the nabob, 
infected with the general hilarity, half forgot that he was 
becoming the father of an untitled son-in-law. The 
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bride, glittering in jewels, looked with womanly pride 
at her handsome husband, who, in the rich and showy 
full dress of a hussar regiment, was seated beside her. 
All were happy, or at least all appeared to be so— al- 
though in secret the women envied the dusky heiress 
her conquest of the gay dragoon, while the men exe- 
crated their friend's good fortune, in obtaining in the 
hymeneal lottery a prize like the nabob's daughter. 

Just then a laced and powdered functionary entered 
the banquet-room with noiseless step, and whispered in 
the bridegroom's ear that "the captain was arrived." 
It would appear that the newcomer was both an expect- 
ed and a welcome visiter, as the dashing hussar apolo- 
gised for a short absence, and hastened to the library to 
meet the stranger. 

While passing through the lofty hall and lighted 
'corridor, which led to the apartment where the lately 
arrived guest was waiting for him, Phillips glanced 
a look of pride and triumph on the splendour that 
every where was presented to the eye, in this house 
of opulence. The mansion, and all it contained, would 
at no distant period be his own — fortune was about 
to heap her "favours on him with an unsparing hand 
— long and ardently had he sighed for wealth — it 
was already within his grasp— the boldest flight of 
his ambition was achieved, and an inheritance which 
few nobles could aspire to was won. True, there was 
a wife attached — a woman without personal or intellec- 
tual accomplishments — a woman he could never love — 
one whom he already regarded with secret repugnance. 
But was there not venal beauty to be bought, and cre- 
dulous and unsuspecting innocence to be betrayed ? He 
had boundless means for effecting all he wished for 
placed at his disposal. What was the sacred vow ex- 
acted at the holy altar to him 1 No solemn oath would 
be regarded by the profligate; and he who could heart- 
lessly abandon a being so pure and beautiful as her 
whom his falsehood had killed, would feel slight compunc- 
tion in becoming faithless to a wife whom, even before 
marriage, he detested. 

While O'Brien — for he was the unexpected visiter — 
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waited for the footman's return, he amused himself in 
examining the splendid apartment to which he had been 
introduced. The reckless extravagance of the former 
owner of the Hall, was evidenced in the sumptuous 
furniture of the library. Books of therarest and most 
expensive kinds in superb bindings, filled the cases; 
and paintings, at ruinous prices, hung thickly round 
the walls. A large Indian screen was drawn par- 
tially across the fireplace. There O'Brien stood; and 
while the person to whom his untimely visit was 
intended remained absent, the soldier could not but mo- 
ralise on the mutability of human fortune which this 
costly chamber betrayed. 

Bewley Hall had been built by a noble earl, who after 
a long minority, succeeded to large estates, and an 
immense sum of money, accumulated during nonage. 
His youth had been consumed in travelling, and he 4 
came home delighted with every thing foreign, and 
strongly prejudiced against his native land. The vene- 
rable mansion which for centuries had witnessed the 
births and dissolution of his fathers, was condemned as 
uninhabitable, and he commenced an edifice for him- 
self. 

The building of the Hall, and embellishment of a park 
of immense extent, appeared the engrossing business of 
a life; and reckless of enormous outlay, the earl pur- 
sued his object with an ardour which nothing could 
control. Hills were elevated and levelled — lakes sunk 
•—bridges and aqueducts, temples and hermitages erected 
from the most costly materials — trees, at their maturity, 
were transplanted — groves sprang up and disappeared, 
as if by magic — the whole face of nature changed ; and 
the same plain, that ages before supplied the hospitable 
board of some stout old baron with venison, now float- 
ed on a silver sheet of water the dark gondola of the 
present lord. Day was not long enough to perfect the 
designs a wild imagination rapidly created. At night a 
fresh relay of artificers were employed ; and at that si- 
lent hour, when mortal labour is supposed to terminate, 
the ceaseless clang of axe and trowel announced to the 
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belated traveller, that, even while he slept himself, the 
earl's boundless schemes were progressing. 

But England did not afford sufficient scope for his 
extravagance. Agents in every city on the continent 
were engaged in purchasing marbles and paintings, and 
securing the most expensive relics of antiquity. At 
every book-sale the rarest portion of the collection fell 
to the earl's lot; and the very corners of the earth fur- 
nished their most curious productions to gratify the 
fancy of this eccentric individual. 

Wealth, however great, may be exhausted ; and, in a 
few years, the immense accumulation of a long minority 
was expended. But his estates yielded a ready supply; 
and, if possible, the earl laboured on more vigorously. 

Years passed — frequent and heavy supplies had been 
so unsparingly procured, that at last the princely proper- 
ty would produce no more. The earl was a ruined 
man : and the hall and its appurtenances—* sad memo- 
rials of his weakness-— were offered for sale ; but few 
could venture to purchase a place on which it was be- 
lieved more than half a million had been expended. 
After a considerable delay the sale of Bewley Hall was 
duly announced ; and Mr. Harman, " the millionaire," 
was stated to be the fortunate purchaser. The earl 
retired to end his days, in comparative poverty on the 
continent; and thus the best portion of the life, and the 
princely revenues of one of the proudest peers in Bri- 
tain, had been consumed in founding a residence for the 
baker's boy. — Sic transit. 

While O'Brien was pondering upon this singular 
freak of fortune, his revery was broken by the opening 
of the library-door. The sparkling embroidery of a 
hussar jacket announced the coming of the person he 
was waiting for, while the screen partially concealed the 
soldier's face and figure, and, until within arm's length, 
Phillips did not recognise his quondam acquaintance. 
He entered the apartment in high and glowing spirits, 
but a few moments " changed his mood and checked 
his pride." 

" Welcome, my dear Bouverie !" he exclaimed, as he 
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came forward. " I feared some accident had detained 
you, and that I, without thy friendly counsel and sup- 
port, must have faced the parson solus, and promised 
to be virtuous evermore ! Ha ! Captain O'Brien !" and 
the colour deserted his cheeks — " This — is — an unex- 
pected pleasure !" as with difficulty he stammered the 
words out, and held his hand forward. The visiter 
made no attempt to take it, but replied, 

" I fear my late visit will occasion you as little plea- 
sure as it has given me, Captain Phillips. My errand 
is not a friendly one. We are alone, I hope V 9 

"Perfectly so:" was the reply, while the lip became 
pale and tremulous. 

" Then, the briefer an unpleasant communication is 
made," said the soldier, "the better for all. I come 
from Colonel O'Connor." 

*• From Colonel O'Connor !" and the name seemed to 
paralyse him. " And is Colonel O'Connor in England 1" 
" He is now," returned the Irishman coldly, " waiting 
my return at the village inn." 

" And may I ask what brought him thither 1" 
"The same errand which recalled him post from Italy 
—to avenge the wrongs of Mary Howard !" 

«*I cannot," replied Captain Phillips, "see by what 
right a person totally unconnected with Mr. Howard's 
family, assumes the office of redressing a lady's wrongs 
who has a father to protect her." 

M To moot that point is not my business ; and if I 
might recall to Captain Phillips' recollection the last in- 
terview that took place between him and Colonel O'Con- 
nor before the latter went to Spain, my friend's deter- 
mination respecting Miss Howard was clearly stated 
then. But we lose time. I am come to require a meet- 
ing at as early an hour to-morrow morning as Captain 
Phillips can make it convenient." 

M A meeting ! What cause of quarrel has Colonel 
O'Connor with me ! I have done him no injury." 

** Dane him no injury 1 Captain Phillips— can you 
look me in the face and say so V % and O'Brien sternly 
fixed his eyes upon the abashed countenance of the 
trembling villain. " There breathed not upon earth the 
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man who had power to wound my gallant friend save 
one. You, sir, were that one ! and you have wrung 
Edward O'Connor to the soul." 

"I will not affect to misunderstand you, Captain 
O'Brien." 

44 1 am Major O'Brien," rejoined the Irishman haugh- 
tily. 

44 1 beg your pardon — your promotion escaped my 
memory. I comprehend the nature of your errand per- 
fectly ; and it is your friend's fault if any indiscretion 
which I may have committed, shall not be amply atoned 
for, and the lady and her family satisfied to the utmost 
extent of their wishes." 

He paused — O'Brien bowed — and Phillips again con- 
tinued : 

44 1 regret most deeply the unfortunate affair that has 
occurred ; and I am ready to offer every reparation to 
Miss Howard but one — I cannot marry her." 

44 Indeed ! that would be impossible," said O'Brien, 
calmly. 

44 1 am glad you see it in its true light," rejoined Phil- 
lips — and his face brightened. u But name any other 
means by which I may remedy" — 

44 A ruined reputation," returned O'Brien, with an ex- 
pression of deep contempt " Enow you not, Captain 
Phillips, that 

4 Honour, like life, one lost, is lost for ever !' " 

44 Well, well, as for as it can be done, I will do every 
thing in my power to satisfy Colonel O'Connor. I will 
provide most amply for Mary." 

44 She is already provided for," returned O'Brien. 

44 Indeed ? I cannot guess how." 

44 You need not. I will tell you." 

Phillips' looks expressed astonishment 

44 Mary Howard is beyond the reach of mortal wants. 
She i«f dead !" 

44 Dead!" repeated Phillips. 44 Dead !— \% is impossi- 
ble !"— and he tottered against the mantelpiece for sup- 
port. 
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** It is too true, sir," was the cold response. She is 
released from sin and suffering. Your victim is at rest. 
Poor girl — few and evil were the days allotted to her l w 

The soldier stooped his head, for feelings unsuited to 
the purpose of his coming had been excited, and he 
wished them to be concealed. In a few seconds he 
turned to the pale and agitated criminal, and with an 
expression of stern determination, thus continued : 

44 Captain Phillips, nothing remains for me to do, but 
simply deliver the message with which I am intrusted. 
Colonel O'Connor will expect an early meeting. 

44 It is utterly impossible!" exclaimed Phillips passion- 
ately. " On the second morning I am to be married'; 
after that ceremony is ended, I shall not refuse Colonel 
O'Connor's message, if he chooses to repeat it." 

44 1 must be candid, Captain Phillips. The meeting 
must be to-morrow, or, believe me, the ceremony you 
allude to will never take place. Report whispers that 
Mr. Harman was not very desirous for the union ; and 
there are documents in my friend's possession, connect* 
ed with the betrayal of Mary Howard, which shall be 
exhibited to him before noon. The motives you assign- 
ed for marriage, and the feelings you express towards 
the lady, will not I think be flattering either to her fa- 
ther or herself." 

Phillips turned ghastly pale. Another circumstance, 
unknown to any but himself and a chosen agent, ren- 
dered his present position so precarious, that a breath 
would shipwreck him though so near the haven of his 
wishes. It is briefly told. When he became suitor to 
the nabob's daughter, Mr. Harman disapproved of his 
addresses ; and to frustrate his designs upon his daugh- 
ter determined to provide her with a husband, and pro- 
posed an alliance between the noble earl whose proper- 
ty he had purchased, and the heiress of Bewley Hall. 
Phillips accidentally discovered the purport of this secret 
overture; and by bribing the courier employed oh the 
occasion, managed to substitute another and a very dif- 
ferent reply to that which the earl had returned. Piqued 
at the hauteur and coldness with which a ruined peer 
rejected the honour of an alliance with his heiress, 
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Harman yielded to his daughter's solicitations, and re- 
luctantly consented to her marrying a commoner, and a 
man who had neither fortune nor family to recommend 
him. 

So far Phillips had been successful ; but until the in- 
dissoluble knot was tied he remained in perilous inse- 
curity. The earl's letter had contained a flattering ac- 
ceptation of the nabob's offer ; and intimated his inten- 
tion of visiting England at an appointed time, which 
was now rapidly approximating. If he should arrive 
before the ceremony would take place, the cheat would 
be discovered and the forgery exposed. Hence the 
delay of a few days might prove ruinous. With Phil- 
lips therefore all that ambitious profligacy values was 
at stake; and much as he dreaded a meeting with 
O'Connor, that desperate alternative alone was left, and 
he determined to accept the message. 

•* And is the call of Colonel O'Connor so urgent, so 
imperative, that a delay of three days cannot be given V 
he inquired. 

"Captain Phillips," replied the soldier firmly, "if 
my friend be not amply satisfied before breakfast to- 
morrow, before noon you will be exposed and de« 
graded." 

" Enough, sir. I expect Captain Bouverie, a brother 
officer, every moment. He came on a different errand ; 
but if it must be, he will no doubt act for me in this 
affair. Where shall I send to you 1" 

" We are stopping for the night at the White Lion, 
and there I shall expect his visit." 

O'Brien took his hat — Phillips rang the bell— and 
when a footman answered it, he conducted the unwel- 
come visiter to the door, and bade him a ceremonious 
" good night." 

Returning to the library fire, the wretched criminal 
found leisure for melancholy recollections ; and, strange 
to say, the fate of his murdered victim caused less re- 
morse to the seducer, than dread for the consequences 
its discovery might occasion. 

" Damnation !" he muttered through his clenched 
teeth, "Had these luckless letters been Intercepted, 
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this savage Irishman would have neither heard of 
Mary's desertion, nor come back to avenge her inju- 
ries. It must be admitted, after all, that she was cruelly 
betrayed ; but death was produced by her own obsti- 
nacy. Had she been reasonable, I would have nobly 
recompensed her disappointment. But to-morrow — it 
is an infernal risk to run — and nothing but to meet that 
madman can avert my ruin. Oh ! that I could remove 
him secretly. No, no— the thing's impossible. I must 
return to the company, and offer incense to that 
charmless half-caste, while the loveliest being I ever 
wooed and won is — I must not even think of it. Come, 
rouse thyself — fortune or ruin hang on to-morrow's 
chances." 

The hall-bell sounded — the library door was flung 
open— a stranger was announced. It was the expected 
guest, Captain Bouverie. 
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CHAPTER XVni. 



THE DUEL. 



*Sdeath, I never was in worse humour in all my life ! I could 
cut my own throat, or any other person's, with the greatest pleasure 
in the world ! 

The Rivals. 

Every wight has his wierd, and we maun a' dee when our day 
comes. 

JtoaJtar. 

When O'Brien returned to the village, he found his 
companion writing letters in the little parlour, into 
which they had been ' inducted on their arrival by the 
hostess of the inn. As O'Connor listened to the detail 
which his gallant friend gave of his mission to the Hall, 
a smile of stern satisfaction flashed for a moment across 
his melancholy countenance, when the early opportunity 
a meeting on to-morrow would afford him of avenging 
Mary Howard's wrongs was announced. He folded his 
letters, sealed, and despatched them, and then sat down 
to supper. 

To one whose hardiesse had been so often and so 
desperately proved, the hostile rencounter now certain 
to ensue, would be an affair of slight consideration. 
That Phillips would evade or decline a meeting alto- 
gether, had been the thing he dreaded most; and the 
assurance which O'Brien gave, that his enemy would 
not disappoint him, removed that anxiety. While his m 
friend had been absent, O'Connor examined the ground 
in the immediate vicinity of the hamlet, and selected a 
small enclosure adjoining the churchyard, whose level 
sward and lofty hedges rendered it a fitting place for the 
decision of a mortal quarrel. He described its situation 
to his friend; and soon afterwards "the maid of the 
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* ■Ja^'aiifeuhced that a geritteman had called, and pre- 
'. JPfinte^A card, on which '!£fcptain Bouveric^w-^Hua- 
'■jp«r«" .vis inscribed." " TheV visiter was shown into 
t yEotfier^obrn, andftjajor Q'Bjjen jained him immediately. 
y- «%^er-'a'brtef?co^erence.%elirhinarie8 were settled, 
.* 'F^eslfc -cverturaB "for i friendly accommodation-having 
<> iBB?" (\remjilpriry rejected, Bouverie named, five next 
V Jjwningi»r"'*ne>riOuf, and acceded .to. the padd6ok.".se- 
i'.ftcted b£t) 1 Cohrior as the place .of .meeting. "&Brierr ; 
Vjpnticip.-rStl^a slionger effort at negotiation; t!iut;$ecfet-, 
i TatelligcAje had reached Phillips that the earV iiud *»ctu- 
■ Sfty arrived at Paris, trfroufe to Bewley Hall ; and tfiis . 
JF Jet%r~mift(f liwh rather to meet the man he dreaded, than 
jf. jiak* a certain expo>4 whichJ'might delay his marriage, 
j££ in* by delaying, mar hi? hones for ever. 
i« ? • J 4' e . nil $ -*' <}re on ' P"fl at *.tate hour CCbrinpr and ' 
. Jiff $tm pah ion parted. pdV-tfiose, whoiwece^p be/com'- 
■ijiNjtaiits -fn.the morning pas seat hat night, may.be readily 
,£ conjectured. . Sorrow.'an'd iove — hatred and revenge— i ■" 
i racked th* 1 bosom of the," gallant soldier; whHe-the de- 
V flroyer of innocence, ill .that ^till hour when the torturous 
«,|ting of'conscierice is felt *nosf Jfeenly, fancied that the 
.; Bead,.bea«ty in the costiime'of \he graV,e, was standing. . ■ 
Before hip* continually, and.. taxed him with her ruirr.". ; 
. DHven.bya desperate "alterative to abide the challenge . 
.,fcpTa.dea,d^ eneiny.he'treipled at the ordeal of Jq-mor- ; 
iqgf; tmdfthe haggard eitpresstoti of his pale aril aglta- 
. ted" coiinfciance -betrayejkthe secret, when rhbrning '.'■ 
* flawiitd* that'st'eep visits Sm'the grJilty; 
"■ ' J A daV of threatening inclenjency was rendered gloomier 
" a drilling rain. O'Conaor's couch had been pro ba- 
' s rival'sj but when his friend entered 
is dressed With customary neatness, 
y ready for the field. The- expression of his 
fr'serious, almost approaching. to sadness; but' . 
fdiere^vas-' no nervous unqiniess visible— no excited 
y4rth whicfr would indicate t^ffhe was^abotrt to engage ' 
^jji-flny -ilmlsufl] business; vrhlfj the compression gf.'the.., 
"™-i, and ti^ sparkle of the^^bespdke^hru* .cajpi and " 
■n^i'rojis.it^oiution, whfer&etiaers an a$pdrient dumbly- 
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Under the pretext of resuming their journey, the jBai|x . 

rising of the guests was unnoticed by the inmates Tif.tbe? 
White Lion. The indifference with which fceakfaft^ . 
was ordered in half-an-hour, and post-horses directed- toy 
be in readiness to put to, removed every suspicion^ 'W&p •". 
although the place of meeting wa^ withig a bow-s^qt'yu *' 
the inn, no one in the house, when the -soldiers strollec^ • 
carelessly but, dreamed that a deadly rehpouJjfer wdsf . 

about to happen. • "ll * * • 

The "church clock was striking five, as O^omor and. £• 
O'Brien passed from the high road and crossedfthe sfile.^ J 
No peasant was astir, for the wet and.gloomy*monuBgi * 
delayed the earliest within their houses,- .'JO'EKetf, *ev * 
neath his military cloak, concealed the pistc*K&se;*and, V: 
unseen and unsuspected, the soldiers^eached tHe fen-*" ? 
dezvous, and waited the othning of their opponents^ J i • * 

Their stay was short — a- vehicle was heard>appr Jictji "* 
ing — the wheels stopped suddenly — and in a few minute^ ^ 
three men entered the enclosure. Two of:*hem wefj*- 
familiar to those already -there ; and the ihi^i was a* » 
surgeon, whom Phillips ha^T engaged for the occasion. • * 

As his rival crossed th£ stile, the blood rushed to |?. 
O'Connor's forehead, and his brows united in a deadl^ 
'scowl. Instantly that cloud passed away, and an V& 
pression of stern determination succeeded the hasty 
ebullition his foeman's appearance had excited for .a mo ^ 
ment." • 'X * • - . 

Ttte arrangements were not effected witKrat delay 
upon the part of Bouverie, as he objected i& O'Brien'* .- 
proposition of giving a case of pistols to each -of ths '• 
combatants, to use as each pleased after the firta^sig 
had been pronounced. But in this the latter -wis 
flexible — the weapons were duly loaded— the 
measured— the rivals placed twelve paces apa: 
the signal explained distinctly. '• • 

Never did men. take tljjeir ground with dea9Jie£jn{ent* 
Deep undying' hatred steeled the heart of ^e-^in?J& 
antagonist he-sa.w the murderer of her whom ^e adbfd- 
so devotedly, &n& notbinj? but blood could satiate ttf* 
revengeful spirit that filled 'his bosom. WithJfce oihel^ 
the same deadly feelings existed ; but they a?o46irW*T < 
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. " ^different cause. The arrangements made by his second 

**s)k> wed- clearly that O'Connor came to the field deter- 

'•tnied to destroy his rival, or fell himself; and the only 

\ chance by which his own life might be saved, was by 

ftajdag that of the avenger of Mary Howard. When 

• ifo.Hy e " e presented the weapons, and Phillips observed 

' V. e ™^ m anc * uns haken -attitude of his rival— the steady 

' T*kQ& concentrated look with which he measured him, as 

. * if selecting a spot more mortal than another on which 

f m . to infllQ a death-wound, the blood 'deserted his cheeks 

• J — ^hi$ knees smote each other — and while he took the 
~ ^pistols, ki his trembling grasp, he whispered in his friend's 
j i ear— 'lit is all over — I am a dead man !" 

rj JPhe woid was given, and each arm was raised. Phil- 
". • lifls fired instantly, and without effect ; and while chang- 
* * \ jug the discharged pistol for its companion, his oppo- 
•* eja^f slowly brought his weapon to the present. Three 
. f f°mTght have been told before the trigger was drawn — a 
•• J*8udden <*hock, as if the touch of electricity, convulsed 

• • Phillips ior a moment — and tottering two paces for- 
*■ f wards, he .dropped before "the second or surgeon could 
*.j • run to his assistance. f 

• Unmoved, as if he had only fired at a tree, the 
1 avenger of the dead beauty retained his ground, while 
O'Brien joined those who supported the dying man. 
Dying he was, for the ball had passed through the 
ungs, and the immense 'hemorrhage it caused was al- 
eady jhoking him. Phillips heard his doom pro- 
nounce?, and, with difficulty, expressed a wish that 
O'Connor should draw near. O'Brien beckoned to him, 
ancPthe soldier came forward and stood beside his pros- 
,te enemy. With a last effort Phillips raised and sud- 
y discharged the pistol he still held, before any 

• * could suspect or prevent the act. The bullet perforated 

• pine;. hat of his antagonist, and merely grazed the skin. 
• * Wither to curse the failure of the attempt, or express 

tjris dying hatred, he strove to speak, but the words 
. Vfcre unintelligible. The blood rushed in torrents from 
^t his mouth, and with a choking gurgle he fell back in his 
,*• second's arms, and expired. 

• «*\*£dHBctly unmoved at the assassin effort of his foe- 
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man, the soldier regarded the dead man attentively. . 4 
" Ellen !" he said, " thy prophecy has indeed been sin- 
gularly accomplished ! — Though he fell upon the field' . 
of honour, he died a felon ! Come, O'Brien, we'll leave f 
him to these gentlemen, and send them assistance from » 
the inn." m . • 

While his second replaced the pistols in their. rase, J 
O'Connor politely bowed to Bouverie and the doctor,* j 
assumed his cloak, and left the field leaning on his 
second's arm. The carriage was in waiting ; and be- 
fore the rustics, alarmed by the shots, could compre-- .' 
hend the nature of the affair, the avenger of beauty was^ 
driven from the village, as fast as four horses cotld es- j 
pedite his escape. • • . 
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V CHAPTER XIX. 

CONCLUSION. 

m 

2 He rushed into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell. 

f BVRON. 

. * The most precious tears arc those with which Heaven bedews 

" the nnburied ' • <d of a soldier. 
. % Goldsmith. 

h m The death of Phillips, it may be supposed, occasioned 
: ta powerful sensation ; and inquiries into the causes 
«that produced his fatal meeting with Colonel O'Connor, 
xUsplayed his character in its true light, and discovered 
- %he remwtseless cruelty with which poor Mary had been 
sacrificed. "While the memory of the dead roui was exo- 
nerated by all, a deep sympathy was excited for his 
brav* and unfortunate antagonist ; and if general com- 
migration could soothe a wounded spirit, O'Connor 
nought have felt its influence and been once more happy. 
But a lacerated heart commonly rejects human con- 
solation. • O'Connor abruptly retired from the world— 
" u Peace was proclaimed" — and the profession he once 
glorie/l in — robbed of its danger and excitement — had 
. 110 w no charms for him. He left the army, and buried 
• Jdtaself in a deserted mansion-house which he found 
«pon his estate — and that estate was situated in the 
• kemotest district of the wildest province in Ireland. 
^: in the parsonage of Ashfield Mr. Howard passed the 

Cortfend melancholy remnant of a virtuous and "noise- 
is life." He bowed with Christian humility to the 
litation which deprived him of that beautiful and be- 
red object on whom, from infancy, all his hopes had 
itred. Poor Mary's boy with the orphan of Badajoz, 
divided bis affections — their education amused his idle 
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by time and sorrow ; but still the remains of beauty 
might be traced in features which had once been re- 
markable for their loveliness. The elder of the boys 
was apparrently of Spanish lineage ; and his olive com- 
plexion and dark brows formed a striking contrast to 
the fair skin and laughing blue eyes of his younger and 
handsomer companion. They remained till evening be* 
side the grave ; and, before they left the spot, hung a 
garland upon the branches of the pine-tree which shaded 
the ashes of the dead soldier. 

Five years passed — the anniversary of Q,uatre-Bras 
again arrived — and two youths, now verging upon man- 
hood, were seen kneeling at the same mound. No fe- 
male accompanied them — and they were habited in deep 
mourning, such as children wear to denote the loss of a 
parent. They were the orphan prottgSa of Colonel 
O'Connor, and their protect \\ was no more. Ellen 
had paid the debt of iiiMrc- -i.i> wild and tameless 
spirit found repose wh>. 4 e the w-ary rest— her owi 
mingled with her mother's ashes — a "d she slept besicb 
that gentle being whom in lih she \ ved so well — that 
victim of man's perfidy — Mary Howard- 



THE END. 
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